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Where Sergeant Saturn, Space-P/Jofs and Kiwis Meef 



»0 you kiwis have the remotest idea 
how large the mail sack is for CAP- 
TAIN FUTURE? Well, I'll tell 
you. It's ho large that I can't cram a tenth 
of the monthly mail into the Under Obser- 
vation hatch. So the old Sarge wants to 
apologize to you pec-lota whose letters 
don't tee print and to ask you to write again 
— at often as you like. You can rest assured 
that no less than three senior astrogators 
read 'em. Pretty soon I'll have to start an 
acknowledgment column for letters that I 
can't get around to printing. 

By all the space imps, I'll do just that 
If the mail gets any heavier. 

Okay, start licking your chops, you little 
beasts. Here's as juicy a communique to 
start this month's bean-bag of conversation 
as the old Sarge ever saw. It's a letter 
from Edmond Hamilton, so all you space 
apes who've been calling him names better 
jump behind an asteroid as he starts spray- 
ing the ether with a proton gun. 

A CHAT WITH FUTURE 

By Edmond Hamilton 

I thought maybe I ought to writ* you about 
a talk I had with Captain Future the other nleht. 
What's that— do I tilK with Captain Future? 

th« details of all his adventures, if not from Curt 
Ntiwton himself? 

How floes lie manage to talk with me, when 
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it happens that I'rr 



,1 mind. Rut I t 
t heard from Caj 



livd who could stretch the truth like Sergeant 
Saturn." 

Well, you Frog-eyes can come out from 
back of that nebula now. Of all the kind- 
est-hearted men I ever knew, Edmond 
Hamilton takes the brass-bound gobboon 
of the Spacemen's Cafe. Here he let you 
little monsters off with a pat on the head- 
er whatever that protuberance is called 
that holds your wart ears apart— and then 
slips a proton ring over my nose just to 
give you pee-lots a laugh. 

Okay, laugh then, and remember Hamil- 
(Continued on page 12) 
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ton in your space prayers henceforth u a 
benevolent and forbearing author. 

Comes now a flash from another kiwi in 
the service of Uncle Sam. 

FIRST SIGNALS 

By Sgt. Richard Neodham 

a m^azine 66 !" ^t?d? my flrat fl ! lah or T " l ? nal *» 
reading Pvt. i 
I thought tha. .... . 

Why shouldn't 1! 
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Well said, Sergeant Needham. and tha 
old Sarge is not going to take issue with 
you. But if you think I'm going to lock 
horns with you in the Futuremen Club, I'll 
fool you. I'll juat make you the sergeant- 
at-arms of the club, and duck out and leave 
you to keep order among the specimens. 
Well, bless my soul, here's a flash from 
e southern end of the Dark Continent. 
Sharpen your eye-teeth on this tidbit. CAP- 
TAIN FUTURE certainly gets around. 

FUTURE IS GOOD 

By Edward Martins De Wilt 
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Thanks, Ed, and thumbs up in general. 
And I'll bet you didn't pick your name 
out of an English directory. Which re- 
minds me, you folks down there can be 
mighty proud of coining that name "Com- 
mando." Your modern namesakes in Britain 
are certainly carrying on a great fighting 
tradition. 

We'll now pass the geographical dice to 
a U. S. Marine who has fired a previous 
rocket f lare in this department. 
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MOVE WITH THE MARINES 
By PFC D. W. Shaw 

Rend the article concerning my atay in Ice- 
land, and thought I'd drop you 8 line giving you 
tha data of my location at prase-* "~ *-"'* " 
Rood old U ' '"■ " 



i the 



(thank g-oodneas) and hope 
l little while. Tho Marines e 
'I give you ai 



data an to where wa'li be 

I received two swell letter* from a ooupla of 
my "FUTURE MEN" pal a. and was sure sur- 
prised to B»e my letter In your magojlne. 
The story (HAI-T^'" - 1 ' *-■■• 

of t .!■'■■'. 



; ('on d b< ■ ur'p is "i 

miiny SlrlB are aa space -minded as tha fellows 

Hurry with VOW.- next edition; I'll be patiently 
. l-£-f. UH.VO, Camp KilfA, Han msgo, 

C'aUI. 

Kiwi, you certainly do get around your- 
self, and the old Sarge U mighty glad to 
learn you've heard from a couple of Future- 
men. And what you say about the gals ia 
ao true that the old Sarge goes to bed 
every night to dream about the pleasant 
future of Captain Future, When we get 
all the gals space-minded they'll be angels. 
Nope, I don t mind, they'll just be up in 
the air. I mean they'll be educated to a 
diatinct and distinguished field of fiction. 
When you are ordered to the outpost sta- 
tion on Neptune, let me know. I've got 
the telephone numbers of a couple of Nep- 
tunian cuties who — hey! What am I 

(Continued on page 118) 
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THE FACE OF THE DEEP 

By EDMOND HAMI LTON 

Carried Far Outside the Solar System and wrecked on a Volcanic Planetoid in Company with a 
Shipload of Condemned Criminals, Captain Future Faces the Surpreme Test of His Courage! 
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THE FACE OF THE DEEP 



CHAPTER I 



Prison Ship 

SHE had been a proud sliip once, a splendid, 
shining liner rocketing between the planets 
with laughter and music and happiness aboard. But 
that had been years ago. Tonight she lay grim and 
black in her dock at New York spaceport, somberly 
waiting to cany damned souls to their place of 
punishment. 

Her name was the Vulcan and she was the 
famous prison-ship of the Planet Patrol. Once a 
year; she went out through tire worlds upon a 
fateful voyage. At each world, criminals sentenced 
to life imprisonment came aboard her. The end of 
tire voyage was at the grim, gray Interplanetary 
Prison on Cerberus, moon of Pluto. 

Men in purple-striped convict dress were 
shuffling now under the krypton lights' blue glare 
toward the looming black hull. They were a motley 
crew of vicious, hardened criminals- mostly hard- 
faced Earthmen, but a few green-skinned Venusians 
and red Martians. 

They were guarded by vigilant, armed officers in 
tire black uniform of the Planet Patrol. 

A girl who also wore that black uniform stood 
under the lights near the ship, shaking her dark 
head at her tall, redhaired male companion. 

"I have to go, Curt," she was protesting. "The 
Patrol is short-handed because of that trouble on 
Mercury. And these criminals must be well- 
guarded, for they're tire most dangerous lot in the 
System. " 

"But to send a girl as a guard-officer on that hell- 
ship!" exclaimed tire tall, redhaired young man 
angrily. "Your Commander must be crazy." 

Joan Randall, slim and dark and youthful in her 
black jacket and slacks., was distractingly pretty in 
her resentful denial. 

"You talk as though I were a simpering 
debutante who had never been off Earth before," 
she said indignantly. "Haven't I been working for 
tire Patrol for four year's?" 

Curt Newton objected. "You've been in the 
Secret Service section of the Patrol. That's different 
from guarding a lot of hellions on a prison sliip. " 

His lean, space-bronzed face was sober with 
anxiety, and his clear gray eyes had a worried frown 



in them as he expostulated with the girl. 

He did not often wony about danger, this 
brilliant adventurer and scientific wizard whom the 
whole System knew as Captain Future. To him and 
Ms three comrades, tire famous Futuremen, danger 
wore a familiar face. They had met it countless 
times in their star-roving quests to far worlds, in 
their ceaseless crusade against the master-criminals 
of the System. 

BUT danger to himself was to Curt a very 
different tiling than a danger that 
threatened this girl he loved. That was why the tall, 
redheaded planeteer bent toward her in a final 
earnest appeal. 

"I've got a premonition about this voyage, Joan. 
A hunch, you can call it. I don't want you to go." 

Her brown eyes laughed up at him. "You're 
getting jumpy as a Satumian shadow-cat, Curt. 
There's no danger. Our criminals will be tightly 
locked up until we reach Cerberus." 

There came a startling interruption. It was the 
sudden shrieking of one of the convicts who were 
being marched into the sliip. 

He was a middle-aged Earthman, with a mass of 
iron-gray hair falling disorderedly about his 
haggard white face and tenor- dilated eyes. 

"You're taking me to death!" he was screaming 
wildly, struggling with the uniformed guards. 
"There's death on that sliip!" 

There was something peculiarly disturbing about 
the wild face and crazy screams. But the alert 
Planet Patrol officers guarding the line of shuffling 
convicts quickly hurried the struggling prisoner 
aboard. 

Joan Randall's tine eyes had pity in them. "That's 
Rollinger ~ you remember. Doctor John Rollinger 
of American University. " 

Captain Future nodded thoughtfully. "The 
bioplrysicist who killed Iris colleague last month I 
thought his attorneys pleaded insanity?" 

"They did," the girl answered. "They claimed 
Rollrnger's mind was wrecked by an 
enceplialogiapliic experiment he earned too far. But 
the prosecution claimed he was shamming. He got 
life on Cerberus. " 

"And you're going on a voyage of weeks with 
scores of others like that homicidal maniac!" Curt 
Newton said, with deepened dismay. "Some of 
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them worse! I've seen the prisoner-list. Kim Ivan, 
the Martian space-pirate, Moremos, that poisonous 
Vemisian murder-ring leader, Boraboll the Uranian, 
tire wiliest tiickster in the System — and dozens 
more. Joan, I won't let you do it! " 

Joan shook her dark head stubbornly. "It's too 
late to argue about it now. .Ail the prisoners are 
aboard. We take off in five minutes." 

A voice came from the darkness behind them ~ 
a sightly hissing voice that was oddly alien in 
timbre. 

"What's the matter. Chief? it asked Curt 
"Haven't you talked reason into her yet?" 

It was Otho, one of tire three Futurmen. He and 
Grag and the Brain were advancing into the circle 
of light 

The three Futuremen made a spectacle so 
strange that many people would have recoiled from 
them in terror. But Joan was too well acpointed 
with these three loyal comrades of Curt, to see airy 
strangeness about them. 

Otho, tire android, was perhaps the most human- 
looking of the three. He looked, indeed, much like 
an ordinary man except that his lithe body had a 
curiously rubbery, boneless appearance, and his 
chalk-white face and slanted green eyes held a 
superhuman deviltry and mocking humor. Otho 
was a man ~ but a synthetic man. He had been 
created in a laboratory, long ago. 

Grag, tire robot, had been created in that same 
laboratory, in the long-dead past. But Grag had 
been made of metal. He was a gigantic, manlike 
metal figure, seven feet high. His metal torso and 
limbs hinted his colossal strength. But tire strange 
face of Iris bulbous metal head, with its gleaming 
photoelectric eyes and mechanical loudspeaker 
voice- orifice, gave no sign of the intelligence and 
loyalty of his complex mechanical brain. 

The Brain, third of the Futuremen, was by far' 
the strangest. Yet he had been an ordinary human, 
once. He had been Simon Wright, brilliant, aging 
Earth scientist. Dying of an incurable ailment, 
Wright's living brain had been removed from his 
human body and transferred into a special serum 
case in which it still lived, thought and acted. The 
Brain now resembled a square box of transparent 
metal. Upon one face of it were his protruding lens- 
like eyes and microphonic ears and speech 
apparatus. From compact generators inside tire case 
jetted the magnetic tractorbeams that enabled the 
Brain to glide swiftly through the air and to handle 



objects and tools. 

I THOUGHT," Otho was saying to Captain 
Future, "that we came on this rush trip to 
Earth to stop Joan from going on this crazy 
assignment." 

"We did, but we might a well have stayed at 
home on tire Moon," Curt said disgustedly. "She's 
as mule-headed as ~ as — " 

"As a mule," Joan finished for him, with a laugh. 
Grag stepped forward. The giant metal robot 
suddenly picked up Joan in his mighty aims as 
though she were a doll. 

"Do you want me to keep her here. Chief?" he 
asked Captain Future in his deep, booming voice. 

"Grag, you put me down!" stormed tire girl. 
"Cuit, if you fry to keep me here by force --" 

"Put her down, Grag," growled Captain Future. 
"You can reason with a Jovian marsh-elephant or a 
Uranian cave-bear ~ but not with a woman." 

An elderly officer in the black uniform of tire 
Patrol was hurrying toward them from the black 
ship. His grizzled face and bleak old eyes lit with 
pleasure as he recognized Curt and the Futuremen. 

"Come to see us off, Cap'n Future?" he asked. 
"Where's your Comd?" 

Marshal Ezra Gumey, veteran officer of the 
Planet Patrol, was referring to the famous little ship 
of he Futuremen. Curt answered by waving his 
hand toward tire distant, lighted pinnacle of 
Government Tower. 

"The Corr&'s up there on the tower landing- 
deck. And we didn't come to see you off. I came to 
dissuade Joan from going." A bell rang sharply 
from tire big black ship that loomed into the 
darkness nearby. 

"Nearly take-off time!" warned Ezra Gumey. 
"Better say your goodbyes, Joan." 

Joan's brown eyes danced as she kissed Curt 
quickly. "For once," she laughed, "it's / who am 
going to space while you stay behind and worry, 
instead of tire other way around." 

Curt Newton could not smile. He held her, loath 
to let her go. 

"Joan, won't you listen --" 
"Of course I'll listen ~ when I get back from 
Cerberus!" tire girl cried gaily, slipping out of his 
detaining grasp and miming after Ezra toward the 
ship. "See you then, Curt!" She and tire white- 
haired old marshal reached the gangway. A final 
wave of her hand, and she disappeared into the 
black vessel. "Why didn't you let me hold her back, 
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Chief?" demanded Grag. "You've got to treat 
women rough." 

"Listen to Grag ~ now he's setting up to give 
advice to the lovelorn!" exclaimed Otho 
witheringly. 

Curt Newton paid no attention to the argument 
that instantly developed. Grag and Otho were 
always arguing, usually about which of them was 
the most nearly human. He didn't even hear them, 
now. 

His eyes were upon the Vulcan. The last officers 
were going aboard. The bridge-room up at the nose 



would go wrong now. 

But Cuit couldn't expel foreboding from his 
mind. The Vulcan this time was carrying the largest 
and most desperate cargo of convicts it had ever 
taken. There were men aboard it who would kill 
merely for pleasure, let alone to prevent their being 
taken out to the grim living death of Interplanetary 
Prison. And Joan Randall was one of the guards of 
those human tigers! 

CURT NEWTON reached decision, swiftly 
as he always did. He wouldn't let Joan take 
such, chances If she insisted on eoins.. then ~ 




CAPTAIN FUTURE 



of the long hull had spuing into light. Dock-hands 
were hastily knocking out the holding-pins. 

The vessel, with it fr eight of scores of dangerous 
criminals, was about to take off on its long voyage. 
It would zigzag out through the Solar System for 
weeks, stopping at each planet to pick up more 
sentenced men. It would be a long time before it 
returned from the somber voyage. 

There was nothing to worry about. Captain 
Future told himself earnestly. The ship had made 
this voyage to Cerberus many times before, and 
nothing had ever gone wrong. Surely nothing 



"I'm going, too!" Captain Future said suddenly. 
He plunged toward the gangway of the ship. Over 
his shoulder he called to his astonished comrades, 
"Take the Com& back to the Moon and wait for 
me!" 

The gangway was already being drawn in. But 
the Patrol officers inside halted it as they saw 
Captain Futur e racing toward them. 

The rangy, red-haired planeteer raced up the 
metal gangway and stood pantingly inside the 
airlock. The Patrol men looked at liim amazedly. 

"It's all right," Curt laughed. "I'm going with 
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you, this tiip. There's no objection, is there?" 

"Objection?" The swarthy young Meicurian 
lieutenant flushed with pleasure. "Objection to you 
corning along I'll say there isn't! " 

His eyes were sparkling with excitement. To this 
young lieutenant, as to most space-men, Curt 
Newton was an idolized hero. 

"I'll inform Captain Theron that you and the 
Futuremen are aboard, sir," he told Curt eagerly. 

"That I and the Future-men?" Curt repeated, 
turning swiftly. In tire airlock were Otlro and big 
Grag and the calmly porsed Brain. 

"What tire devil!" exploded Captain Future. "I 
told you to go back to the Moon with the Comal. " 

"The Comet," Otho answered coolly, "is safe 
enough, locked up atop Government Tower. We're 
going with you. You're not going to leave us sitting 
on the Moon, twiddling our thumbs and waiting for 
you." 

"This is What women get you into," growled 
Grag gloomily. "Now we're stuck on this craft for 
weeks." 

"It is certainly annoying that I shall have to 
spend all that time in a ship that does not even have 
a decent research laboratory," said the Brain sourly 
in his rasping, metallic voice. 

Captain Future was not deceived by their 
grumbling. He knew that it was loyalty to liimself 
that had made the Futuremen instantly follow him. 

The tie betweeir liimself and the three strange 
comrades was old and deep. It went back to his 
infancy. For when his own parents had met death in 
their laboratory-dwelling on the lonely Moon, it 
was these three strange beings who had become his 
foster-parents. 

The Brain, who had been his dead father's 
colleague in research; the robot, who had been 
created as an experiment by the two colleagues; and 
the android, who had been similarly created — these 
three had first been Curt's tutors and guardians, and 
then his comrades in the crusading adventures 
which had won him the name of Captain Future. 
They had followed him faithfully to far stars and 
worlds. They were following him now. 

"Oh, all right," Curt said, dissimulating his 
feelings. "But you'll find this a pretty dull voyage. " 

"I wonder?" replied the Brain, his strange lens- 
eyes fixed thoughtfully on Curt' s face. 

The Vulcan suddenly lurched upward with a roar 
of bursting rocket-tubes. They clung to stanchions 
as the ship took off. Swiftly, it screamed up through 



Earth's atmosphere into the vast and shoreless sea 
of space. 

The young Meicurian lieutenant started with 
them through the ship toward the bridge-room. As 
they left the airlock, they met Joan Randall. Her 
jaw dropped ludicrously at sight of them. Then her 
eyes grew stormy. 

"You came along! As though I were a baby who 
needed watching over! Curt Newton, I won't stand 
font!" 

" Afraid you'll have to, darling," grinned Curt. 
"We're already at least ten thousand miles away 
from Earth" 

She was still protesting indignantly as they went 
forward through the mid-deck of the ship. This was 
the prison-cell deck. Along its main corridor were 
the bailed doors of scores of cells. From behind the 
bars, convicts glared like caged wolves a they 
passed. 

A SQUAT, evil-faced Jovian in one of the 
cells set up a roar as he saw Cur t and his 
comrades pass. 

"It's Captain Future, mates!" he shouted. "He's 
aboard!" A raging tumult instantly arose. Threats, 
maledictions, oaths, were hurled at the Futurermen 
as they passed along the corridor. 

Not a criminal in the System but had good 
reason to hate the name of Captain Future. He had 
sent many an evil-doer out to the gray inferno of 
Interplanetary Prison to which these men were 
destined. 

The tumult rose. The senseless shrieks of the 
madman Rollinger added weirdly to it. Captain 
Future's bronzed face was coolly imperturbable as 
he strode along. He seemed unaware of the raging 
voices. Then as he glimpsed a sudden flash of 
movement beside him, he yelled a warning. 

"Look out ~ your pistol!" he cried to the 
Meicurian lieutenant. 

A Venusian convict in one of the cells had 
hurled out through his bailed door a little noose 
improvised from his belt. The loop had settled 
around the hilt of the Meicurian lieutenant's belt- 
weapon. The Venusian tugged hard, snatching the 
atom-pistol toward liimself as Future shouted. 

Captain Future spun and charged that cell-door 
with superhuman speed. The Venusian had got the 
pistol into his hands. His blazing black eyes looked 
over its sights at Curt, with deadly purpose. 

Curt ducked and flung up his hand in an oddly 
slicing gesture at the convict's arm. The crash of 
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blasting white fire from the atom-pistol grazed over 
his head and fused a patch in the metal ceiling. 

Next moment. Curt had got hold of the 
Venusian's arm through the bars and had wrenched 
hard. The gun clattered to the floor. He picked it up 
and grimly returned it to tire scared young 
Mercurian lieutenant. 

"Next time, keep your holster buttoned when 
you walk through this for corridor," Curt advised 
him meaningly. 

"Next time I'll get you, Future!" hissed tire 
Venusian convict, musing Iris wrenched arm and 
glaring his hatred through the bars. 

"It's that devil, Moremos," volunteered tire 
shaken young Patrol officer. "Only he would have 
thought of a trick like that. " 

"Olr, Curt ~ I wish you hadn't come," breathed 
Joan. Her brown eyes were shadowed by dread. 
"They all hate you so terribly. " 

Raging threats were following Curt Newton and 
the others as they went on along the prison-deck. 
But the bellowing order of a huge Martian in one of 
the cells put a period to the tumult. 

"Silence, you space-scum!" roared the big 
scarred-face red convict. "You hear? Kim Ivan 
orders it." 

The uproar quieted almost magically. It was as 
though all tire coirvicts recognized authority in the 
notorious Martian pirate's command. 

But one voice remained unquieted. The uncanny 
shriek of John Rolhnger still reached their ears as 
they left the prison-deck. 

"There's death here!" the mad Earthman was still 
screaming. "I tell you, there's death on this ship! " 



CHAPTER II 



Attacked 




I THE Vulcan was no 
(more than a billion miles 
om Neptune when the 
real trouble came. 

For many days, tire 
ilack ship had droned out 
/rrough the System on a 
zag Course. At Mars, 
upiter, Saturn and Uranus 
had stopped, to pick up 
more sentenced criminals. 

ow, with more than two 
hundred convicts aboard, 
'it headed for Neptune, the 
last stop before reaching Pluto and the prison 
moon. 

Nothing untoward had yet occurred to justify 
Captain Future's premonition. The convicts 
imprisoned down in tire cell-deck had growled and 
grumbled, but seemed reconciled to their grim fate. 
Yet Cuit Newton had not been entirely reassured. 
Upon tire first day of tire voyage, he had voiced his 
doubts. 

"They're too quiet," he declared. "They shut up 
like magic when that fellow Kim Ivan ordered them 
to." 

"Well, that there big Martian swings a lot of 
weight with them," drawled Ezra Gumey. "He was 
one of tire biggest pirate leaders before the Patrol 
caught him." 

"Even so, that bunch of tough criminals wouldn't 
obey him now without a reason," Curt insisted. 

"You think they've hatched up some scheme of 
escape?" asked Captain Theron anxiously. 

Captain Jhel Theron, who had command of the 
navigational operation of tire Vulcan, was a veteran 
of tire Patrol. He was a tall, grave-eyed Uranian, 
bald like most of tire men of that planet. Iris saffron 
skin darkened by years of exposure to the 
unsoftened radiation of space. 

He and Iris next of rank. Lieutenant K'kan of 
Mars, commanded an operational crew that 
comprised three pilots, a chief engineer and two 
assistants, three space-mechanics and four deck- 
hands. 

Distinct from these fifteen members of the 
operational crew were tire guards of the convicts. 
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Marshal Ezra Gumey was guard-commander, witlr 
Joan Randall and young Rill Qnrli of Mercmy as 
his sub-officers. They commanded eight non-coms 
of the Patrol, who watched over the convicts. 

Curt Newton and the Fuhvremen had gathered 
with Ezra and Joan and the captain in the chart- 
room just abaft the bridge. 

"I don't say Kim Ivan is plotting anytliing," Curt 
answered the captain's question. "But I do say that 
if he had something in liis mind, he'd prevent the 
convicts from staging any premature outbreak ~ as 
he has. " 

Ezra Gumey snorted. "Cap'n Future. I got all the 
respect in the world for your judgment, but this 
time I think you're chasin' comets. How the devil 
can Kim Ivan or anybody else pull off anytliing, 
when they're locked up tight in cells that they won't 
leave till we reach Cerberus?" 

"Men can get out even a chromaloy cell, if they 
have the right tools," Curt answered significantly. 
"And men like Kim Ivan and that snake Moremos 
had criminal friends who would have been glad to 
smuggle tilings to them." 

"Not a chance!" Ezra affirmed. "I'll stake my life 
that not one of those space-scum Iras any kind of 
tool or instrument." 

"You searched them when they were brought 
aboard?" Curt asked. 

"What kind of amateur outfit do you think the 
Patrol is?" Ezra demanded injuredly. "O' course we 
searched them. We used tire X-Ray 'scanner' on 
each convict as he was brought into the ship." 

"Did you 'scan' tire cells, too, to make certain 
that nothing had been planted in them?" Captain 
Future asked keenly. 

"No, we didn't do that, but there wasn't any need 
to," the old marshal declared. "The Vulcan was 
always under guard, and lrothin' could have been 
planted in her." 

"Nevertheless, I'd like to use tire 'scanner' on tire 
cells now," Curt said. ".Any objection?" 

"Oh, no, if it'll ease your mind any," growled 
Ezra. He glanced winkingly at Joan as he added, 
"You're sure takin' a lot of precautions, Cap'n 
Future. Must be somebody aboard you're worried 
about." 

GRAG and Otlro, bored by tire discussion, 
had got into one of their interminable 
arguments. Curt left them with Joan, and went 
down with Captain Theron and Ezra and the Brain 



to conduct liis inspection. 

The Vulcan, as a former small liner, was built 
along standard lines. It had three main decks, one 
above tire other. Top-deck held tire big bridge- 
room, tire operational and chart rooms, and officer 
quarters. The little cabins occupied by the Patrol 
officers and by the Fuhrremen were in the rear part 
of this deck. 

The mid-deck, which had formerly contained 
passenger cabins, had been redesigned into a cell- 
deck. Enhance to it was only through two massive 
chrornalpy doors, one fore and one aft. Both were 
locked and had guards posted outside them at all 
horns. 

The cyc-deck, as the lower deck of a liner was 
usually called, was a noisy, crowded place. It's fore 
part was crowded witlr fuel tanks and supply- 
rooms, and the whole stem of this lowest deck was 
the big cyc-room in which the huge atomic 
generators droned away to feed streams of atomic 
power to the great rocket-tubes. 

Captain Future and Simon and tire captain 
followed tire old marshal down tire zigzag 
companionway to the fore door of the mid-deck. It 
was locked, and two armed Patrol officers stood 
guard outside it. 

"Open her up an' bring the X-Ray 'scanner'," 
Ezra Gumey drawled to the guards. "We're goin' to 
run a little inspection. " 

The "scanner" was brought by one guard while 
the other unlocked tire massive door. The 
instrument looked like a powerful searchlight, 
beside which was mounted an eyepiece that 
resembled binocular tubes. 

When Curt Newton entered the cell-deck 
corridor with the others, a low, muttering growl ran 
along the crowded cells. It quickly sudsided, but the 
caged criminals glared in silent Irate at the tall, 
redhaired planeteer who was tire greatest enemy of 
their land. 

"You can see that these cell-doors can only be 
opened by tire outside control," Ezra Gurney was 
saying to Curt. "Furthermore, this whole deck, like 
the other compartments of the ship, can be 
exhausted of air by the master-valves up in tire 
bridge-room. If these fellows started anythin', we 
could kill 'em all in five minutes and they know it." 

"You certainly must admit that there is no 
chance of a break here, Captain Future," said 
Captain Theron relievedly. 

"It's a good, tight set-up," Curt admitted. 
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"Nevertheless, I'd like to 'scan' the cells. Wheel the 
machine along, will you, Ezra?" 

He began his X-Ray inspection of each cell 
along the corridor. The, searchlight projector of the 
scanner flooded each cell in turn with invisible 
Roentgen rays. Through the fluoroscopic eyepiece, 
Curt Newton could have seen tire tiniest scrap of 
metal in the cells. 

But there was nothing. The gray-clad convicts 
had not even any metal in their plastic belt-buckles 
or shoes. Even their dishes, water-jugs and eating 
utensils were of soft fiber or unbaked clay. 

Curt paused as he reached John Rollinger's cell. 
The mad Eaitlunan had been confined in a cell to 
himself. He sat muttering in a comer, paying no 
attention to Captain Future's inspection. 

"Hello, Rollinger ~ how are you feeling?" Curt 
asked liim. 

The ex-scientist stared at liim, but made no 
answer. His haggard face and peculiarly burning 
eyes gave them all a creepy sensation. 

"Hate to see a man with his mind shot like that," 
muttered Ezra in a low voice. " 'Specially, a man as 
brilliant as he was." 

John Rollinger had been a famous biophysicist, 
Curt knew. He had specialized in encephalographic 
research, testing the effect of various form of 
radiation upon the human brain. Boldly using 
himself as a subject, he was supposed to have 
shattered his mind in his experiment. 

"I wonder if he's really as mad as he looks," 
Captain Theron said skeptically. "The prosecution 
at his trial maintained he killed his colleague in a 
quarrel, and then used faked insanity' to excuse 
himself. " 

"Well, if he's fakin', it hasn't done liim much 
good," Ezra shrugged. "They sentenced liim to 
Cerberus just the same, for a homicidal maniac lias 
to be locked up just the same as a deliberate killer. " 

MOREMOS, the slender and wiry 
Venusian murderer in the next cell, 
glared at Captain Future in silent hatred as his cell 
was "scanned." 

But Kim Ivan, the big, battered Martian who 
shared a neighboring cell with Boraboll, fat 
Uranian swindler, greeted Curt with a calm grin. 

"Nice of you to come down and visit us boys, 
Future," said the big pirate. His froglike grin 
deepened. "Looking for something special?" Curt 
scanned that cell twice miming before he answered. 



But there was no tool, instrument or tiniest scrap of 
metal anywhere in it, nothing whatever hidden. He 
looked up at the grinning pirate. 

"You've kept tilings here pretty quiet, Kim," he 
remarked. "You seem to have the others pretty well 
under control." 

"Sure, I won't let 'em start any trouble," Kim 
Ivan affirmed. "I'm a peace-loving man, that's why." 

Ezra snorted. "A peace-loving man who led the 
biggest pirate band since Rok Olor was on the 
loose." 

The big pirate laughed. "Aw, that's all over and 
done with now. I tell the boys, what's the use of 
beating our brains out against these bars, when all 
it'll get us is six months' solitary when we reach 
Cerberus," 

Curt Newton finished his close inspection of the 
cells. When they had gone back of the cell-deck, 
and its massive door was again locked and under 
guard, Ezra Gumey challenged liim. 

"Didn't find an\1hin', did you?" 

"No, not a tiling," Curt admitted. "There's no 
tool or weapon of any land hidden in those cells, 
that's sure." 

"We Patrol men ain't as sleepy as you seem to 
think," the old marshal told liim. "Those birds are 
safe till we reach Cerberus, never fear." 

His apprehension somewhat dispelled, Curt had 
felt less worried about Joan's safety during the long 
days of the voyage that followed. At each world 
where they stopped, the new prisoners brought, 
aboard were tiiorouglily scanned. But no attempt to 
smuggle tools or weapons was detected. 

Now they were drawing near to Neptune. The 
eighth planet was still more than a billion miles 
ahead, but that was only a few days of travel at the 
great speed with which the Vulcan was flying 
through space. 

At dinner in the officers' mess that "evening" 
before the night watch, Ezra commented upon their 
approaching stop at the Water World. 

"Remember last time you Futuremen an' Joan an' 
I were out here, Cap'n Future? It was when we were 
after the Wrecker." 

Curt nodded grimly. "I'm not likely to forget 
what happened to me on Neptune that time, up in 
the Black Isles." 

"Can you tell us about it, Captain Future?" 
eagerly asked Rih Quili, the young Mercurian 
lieutenant, with hero-worship in his voice. 

"Some other time," evaded Curt, unwilling to 
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recall near-tragic memories. 

"We've fill finished dinner now." 

"I ha-haven't finished my p-p- primes," liasti.lv 
stuttered George McClinton, the chief engineer. 

There was a burst of laughter. McClinton, a 
lanky, spectacled, stammering young Eartliman, 
was the butt of constant jokes because of his 
inordinate fondness for primes. He always kept his 
pocket full of dried ones, which he munched 
ceaselessly as he supervised the eye-room. 

"If we wait till you have enough primes, we'll be 
here forever," Ezra sard dryly, getting up. "I'm goin' 
to turn in." 

When Curt and Joan and Otho went to the 
bridge-dack, they found Grag leaning against a 
section of glassite window and looking 
disconsolately back toward Earth. The big robot 
turned to them. 

"I wonder how Eek is getting along, back 
home," Grag sard anxiously. "I wish I had brought 
him with me." 

EEK was a queer little interplanetary animal 
that was Grag's mascot. Otho had a 
somewhat similar pet, which he called Oog. Both 
pets had been left in the Futuremen's Moon- 
laboratory when they had flown to Earth on tire 
errand that had unexpectedly resulted in this long 
voyage. 

"Eek will be all right, Grag," reassured Curt. 
"The automatic feedrng-arrangement in the Moon- 
laboratory will keep him fat and happy." 

"I know, but he'll nearly die of loneliness 
because I'm not there," Grag affirmed. "He's such a 
sentimental little fellow." 

"Sentimental? That miserable little moon-pup?" 
cried Otho jeeringly. "Why, all that little pest 
knows is to eat and sleep. He has about as much 
sentiment in him as a Venusian fish." 

Grag swung wratlifully on the android. "Wiry, 
you cockeyed rubber imitation of a man, if you 
slander tittle Eek like that again, I'll --" 

Captain Future and Joan, chuckling, left them to 
the inevitable argument which might go on now for 
an hour". It was the favorite method of passing time 
for Grag and Otho, to find new insults for each 
other. Curt and the girl went back to a deck- 
window out of ear shot. 

The silence of the night watch reigned over tire 
ship. Its eyes and rocket-tubes had been cut, for its 
speed of inertia was now great. In an unnatural 



stillness the Vulcan rushed on and on through the 
vast, star-decked vault toward tire distant green 
speck of Neptune. 

The vista from their window was a magnificent 
one. The golden eyes of a million million suns 
steadily watched the soundless rushing ship. Jupiter 
was a white blob away back to the left, and the sun 
itself was only a little, fiery disk far astern. Far' out 
in the void, they could glimpse a tiny red light 
creeping Sunwar d across the starry background. 

"That will be tire bi-weekly Pluto-Earth liner," 
remarked Curt Newton. 

Joan's brown eyes watched wistfully. "Don't you 
wish we were aboard her. Curt? There'll be lights, 
music, dancing." 

Curt looked down at her. "What's the matter, 
Joan? Is this trip getting on your nerves?" 

She smiled ruefully. "A little, I'm afiaid. We're 
so different from any other ship, with our cargo of 
human misery and hate. I wake up sometimes 
dreaming that the Vulcan will sail on like this 
forever. " 

Curt nodded soberly. "Like the dead space-ship 
in Oliver Owen's poem. Remember? 

" 'Darkling she drifts toward the 
outer dark 
Slently falling, into eternify'" 

"Beautiful, but depressing," Joan said, with a 
little shudder. She turned away. "I'm going to turn 
in, too. I have the guard-command in the next 
watch." 

Captain Future went back to his own little cabin. 
The Brain was there, his square case resting 
quiescent upon a small table. But Simon did not 
look up or speak when he entered. His lens-eyes 
stared unseeingly. 

Curt knew that the Brain was deep in one of his 
unfathomable reveries of speculation. Simon's cold, 
intellectual mind could lose itself for hours in 
contemplation of scientific problems. It was his 
method of relaxation when he had no laboratory for 
his endless researches. 

Curt Newton slept soundly. Yet when he 
suddenly awakened an hour later, it was with every 
nerve tlirillingly alert. He listened. The big ship was 
still msliing silently on through the vast deeps of 
space. 

Then to his ears came suddenly the sound of 
distant yells and the crash of atom-guns. Instantly 
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Curt was out of his bmik and plunging across the 
cabin toward the door. 

"Something's wrong! If the prisoners --" 
The words died on his lips as he burst out into 
the corridor. A mass of gray-clad convict were 
pouring into tire fore end of tire passage, In their 
front rank was Moremos, the Venusian murderer, 
grasping an atom-gun. 

He aimed instantly at Captain Future. And Joan 
Randall, who was emerging hastily from her cabin, 
was plunging directly into the line of his aim. 

CHAPTER III 

Jail break 

DOWN in the cell- 
Jdeck, a few horns before, 
Ian odd atmosphere of, 
jtension gripped the scores 
■of prisoners as the night- 
|watch began. 

The massive doors at 
Itlre fore and aft ends of the 
peck had been and locked 
Jby the Patrol officers, who 
Jwere now standing guard, 
■outside them. A few 
^uranite bulbs in the ceiling 
cast a vague, dim light 
upon the sinning chromaloy bars and the shadowed, 
brutal faces behind them. 

The hissmg whisper of Moremos traveled along 
the row of barred doors. The Venusian's sibilant 
voice was silldly vicious as he addr essed tire big 
Martian pirate in a neighboring cell. 

"We're only three or four days out of Neptune ~ 
I heard a guard say so today. I thought you were 
going to get us out of here before we reached 
Neptune, Kim Ivan?" 

"Yes, what about it, Kim?" asked a squat Jovian 
killer's rumbling voice. "You've been telling us all 
the way to keep quiet and that you'd manage a 
break, but you haven't done anytliing yet." 

"He's just been stringing us along to keep us 
quiet," accused tire quavering voice of a white- 
haired, n'a/-chewing Satumian, a hoary old sinner 
named Thuhlus Thuun. "I'll lay that the Patrol men 
put him up to giving us that story . " 

A fierce, low babble of accusations, threats and 
demands instantly arose from tire prisoners. All 




were addressed to the brg Martian. 

Then Kim Ivan's deep voice cut through the 
babble, in low, harsh command. "Cut your blasts, 
you chattering space-monkeys! Do you want tire 
guards coming in here?" 

The authority in Iris voice, tire authority that had 
made this towering Martian one of the great pirate 
leaders of Iris time, again silenced them. 

"I said I'd stage a break, and I will," Kim Ivan 
continued harshly. "And what's more, tonight's the 
night for it. " 

An electric spark of excitement seemed to leap 
along the crowded cells at his statement. The voices 
broke out again, but in eager questions now. 

"What's your plan. Kirn? How are you going to 
get us out of these cursed cells" 

"You'll soon find out," the big Martian 
promised. "Now shut off your eyes and keep quiet 
while I stait. " 

The prisoners instantly became still, though all 
pressed against tire bars of their cells in a surge of 
sudden hope. The only sound was the low, 
monotonous muttering from the cell of John 
Rolling er. 

Kim Ivan turned to his cell-mate. His fellow 
prisoner was Boraboll tire swindler, a fat Uranian 
whose moon-like yellow face was ludicrous as he 
gaped at the big Martian. 

"Kim, can you really do it?" he squeaked. "How 
are you so much as going to get out of this cell, 
when you have nothing to work with?" 

"I have all I need," Kim Ivan replied. "My old 
pals on the outside smuggled the stuff to me, before 
we ever left Earth, It's hidden right here in tire cell 
with us." 

"Are you crazy?" gasped Boraboll. "There's 
nothing hidden in here, not so much as a pin. The 
X-Ray scanner would have detected it if there was." 

"The cursed scanner wouldn't ever find my 
equipment," Kim Ivan replied, with a chuckle. He 
was stripping off his gray convict jacket, and there 
was a look of triumph on liis massive, battered face 
as he added, "I've got wit enough to outsmart the 
Patrol, every time." 

Boraboll watched him, open-mouthed. The big 
Martian had filled the biggest of their soft food- 
dishes with water from the fiber jug. Now Kim Ivan 
tore a sleeve off Iris jacket, and bent over the dish 
of water. 

"Cell-crazy! " muttered tire fat Uranian to himself 
with sudden conviction. "He's gone clear cell-crazv. 
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"He's as delirious as Rollinger." 

Kim Ivan wadded up the sleeve of his jacket and 
thrust it into the dish of water. He turned around, 
with a sharp command. 

"Now hand me that salt." Pityingly, Boraboll 
handed him the little fiber container of salt. Kim 
Ivan took it and squatted down, waiting and 
watching the dish. 

Gradually, a curious change came over the water 
in that dish. It turned blue, as though it had 
dissolved some dye or chemical in the jacket-sleeve 
that was immersed in it. Kim Ivan waited until the 
water was a dark blue color, before taking out the 
wadded sleeve. 

"Now the reagent," muttered the big Martian, 
and poured a carefully estimated quantity of salt 
into the dark blue liquid. 

The blue liquid began to seethe and boil, and 
turned dark purple. Kim Ivan's massive face flashed 
a light of triumph. 

"It works!" he muttered exultantly. "Boraboll, 
we're as good as out of here right now." 

"But what is that stuff?" Boraboll stammered, 
looking bewilderedly at the seething puiple liquid. 

"It's an acid that eats through the toughest metal 
as though it were cheese," the big Martian retorted. 
"The basic elements of the acid were mixed by a 
smart outside chemist into a gluey mixture that was 
soaked into a regulation convict jacket, and then 
dried. The jacket was smuggled in to me by my 
outside pals, along with plans of this ship." 

He chuckled as he added, "The scanner couldn't 
show the chemicals soaked into my jacket. But they 
needed only to be dissolved into water, and then to 
have ordinary sodium chloride added to the 
solution, to form one of the most powerful metal 
acids known. Now watch it work! " 

Kim Ivan picked up the vessel of seething liquid, 
and carefully poured a trickle of it upon the cross- 
bars of the cell's barred door. 

The purple liquid foamed and hissed, eating 
swiftly into the tough cluomaloy bars. Careful to 
avoid splashing himself with the acid, the Martian 
pirate continued the operation. In a few moments, 
the crossbars were eaten through. He put down the 
bowl of acid, and lifted out a whole section of the 
door. Then he squeezed out into the corridor. 

"Kim, how did you do it?" came the excited, 
wondering exclamation of Giabo, the squat Jovian 
criminal across the corridor. 

"Can you get the rest of us out, too?" Moremos 



asked swiftly. A chorus of amazement and excited 
hope was rising from the rest of the convicts. Kim 
Ivan quieted it with a wave of his big hand. 

"Take it easy! I'll soon have you out of those 
cursed cages." 

The cell-doors did not have indidual locks. They 
were all secured by a master electro-lock whose 
controls were outside the cell-deck. 

But Kirn Ivan knew what he was doing. He 
seemed his receptacle of puiple acid and stooped 
over a certain section of the com dor floor. 

"The main wiring for the electro-locks runs 
under here," he muttered. 7f the ship plans my pals 
sent me are right. " 

He used a trickle of the acid to burn out a two- 
foot section of the metal floor -plate. This exposed 
the tangle of wiring inside the floor Kim Ivan 
studied it for several minutes, then began working 
with the wires. 

Presently, his work bore results. With a loud 
clicking, all the locks of the scores of cell-doors 
drew their bolts. He had actuated the master control 
of the locks. 

The convicts swarmed instantly out into the 
corridor. Brutal faces of Earthmen, Venusians, 
Jovians, Satumians blazed with fierce hope. 

"You've done wonders, Kim," Moremos 
applauded tensely. "But now what?" 

"Now," answered the big Martian with a flash in 
his eyes, "we're going to seize the ship! Then ho for 
freedom!" 

"The Patrol will hunt us down no matter where 
we go, once they find out we've seized the Vulcan, " 
muttered fat Boraboll doubtingly. 

"Don't worry, I've got a plan," reassured the 
Martian. "The Patrol will never catch up to us 
where /V?7 figuring ongoing." 

Tulilus Thuun, the hoary old Satumian pirate, 
spat rial juice on the floor and demanded, "How're 
we going to grab the ship? We're locked on this 
deck, with Patrol men on guard outside both 
doors." 

Kim Ivan grinned. "There's another way out of 
here. The ship-plans showed that when this craft 
was a liner, it had an emergency escape-hatch 
leading from this passenger-deck to the top-deck. 
The hatch was walled shut when they made this a 
prison ship. But I know where it is." 

HE APPROACHED a blank section of 
metal wall between two cells midway in 
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the main corridor. Motioning the others 
peremptorily to stand back, the Martian poured his 
remaining purple acid upon that wall. 

The liquid hissed and burned into the metal 
panel. In a few moments, it had eaten out a big 
section. Through the hole they looked into a dark, 
small escape-hatch whose ladders ran up toward the 
top- deck. 

Kim Ivan faced the swarming, eager convicts 
grimly. "Now listen to me. I'm running this show, 
and anyone who doesn't like that can speak up right 
now. " 

There was no challenge to the authority of the 
towering, hard-faced Martian pirate. But a shrill 
voice back in the throng laughed wildly. 

"It's only that crazy Rollinger," muttered 
Moremos. He viciously shoved the staring, mad- 
eyed Eartliman back into his cell. 

"This hatch will let us out into the forepart of the 
top-deck," Kim Ivan continued rapidly. "We'll jump 
first on tire ship officers on duty in the bridge and 
chart-rooms. Once we have their guns, we can 
overpower the others before they're awake enough 
to know what's going on. But no massacre ~ 
undertand?" 

Moremos' green face stiffened. "You mean we're 
not to blast down that devil Captain Future? He and 
his cursed Futuremen have sent plenty of our pals 
to Cerberus!" 

A low growl of agreement came from the other 
convicts. 

"You blockheads, they are the most valuable 
hostages we could have aboard, if we're not fools 
enough to kill them!" lashed Kim Ivan. "And we 
may need hostages once the Patrol starts hunting 
us." 

His glim reminder silenced them. "Now come 
on!" the big Martian exclaimed. "If luck's with us, 
we'll pull off a feat that'll go down in pirate 
history! " 

The mutineers poured up the escape-hatch after 
their big leader. Kim Ivan opened the unsealed door 
at its top, and the)" emerged with a sudden rush into 
the top-deck just behind the chart-room. 

Two pilots were on duty in the bridge ahead, and 
Lieutenant K'kan was checking the drift-gauges in 
the chart-room. The young Martian second officer 
turned, appalled, and then reached swiftly toward 
an alarm-button. 

Kim Ivan's balled fist knocked him senseless 
before he could press the button. Old Tulilus Thuun 



eagerly snatched up the officer's atom-pistol. 

"Get that pilot, Grabo!" yelled the Martian 
leader furiously. 

One of the two pilots had evaded the Jovian 
criminal and his group who had burst into the 
bridge. The pilot, with a yell, was darting back 
through the chart-room to escape. 

Crash! The fiery blast from old Tulilus Thuun's 
gun cut the man down in mid- stride. 

The old Satmnian cackled. "Ain't my aim yet! 
Fust man I've led down for two years." 

"You old fool, there wasn't any need that! " raged 
Kim Ivan. I told you to ~ 

Crash! Crash! 

"Where the devil's the Moremos?" cried the 
Martian furiously, striding hastily back toward the 
main corridor of the top-deck. 

Boraboll answered, his moon-like yellow face 
muddy with fear. "Moremos killed Captain Theron 
with his own gun! He and the others have gone 
back for the Futuremen!" 

"I might have known that, murderous Venusian 
couldn't hold his trigger!" roared Kim Ivan. "Come 
on!" 

They burst into the top-deck longitudinal 
corridor, stumbling over the slam bodies of Captain 
Theron, a Patrol guard and a deck-hand. 

CHAPTER IV 

Trapped 

A TENSE tableau met 
Stheir eyes. Ahead of them, 
Moremos and a lialf- 
lozen other mutineers 
jwere charging the stem 
;orridor. Captain Future's 
tail figure had just burst 
>ut of his cabin, and tire 
'enusian murderer was 
aising his gun to fire at 
he hated planeteer. 
Curt Newton's draw 
is the swiftest in the 
'Solar System. His proton- 
pistol came out of his holster with the speed of 
light. Yet he could not fire, for Joan at this moment 
emerged into the conidor. She was between him 
and the Venusian. 

"Joan, get back!" he yelled to her. She hesitated 
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dazedly. Curt couldn't fire at the Venusian while 
she stood between them. But Moremos, who had no 
interest in the girl's safety, was going to shoot ! 

Cuifs desperate expedient came with such 
lightning speed that it seemed an instinctive 
reaction rather than a deliberate decision. 

He fired the blazing white bolt of his weapon, 
aiming at the metal wall of the corridor beside 
Joan. Most of the energy of the oblique blast 
burned into the wall. But a part, of that blazing blast 
of force was reflected and deflected on along the 
corridor toward the mutineers. 

The deflected blast was not strong enough to be 
fatal. But it was enough to scorch and daze 
Moremos and the others. They recoiled. 

Captain Future lunged forward, swept Joan 
behind him, and triggered swiftly. 

His blasts cut down two of the men beside 
Moremos. The Venusian and the others hastily 
darted back out of the corridor. 

"Holy space-imps, what's going on?" It was 
Otlio, his green eyes blazing and his proton-gun in 
his hand, who had emerged with Grag from the 
cabin they shared. Ezra Gurney, too, was 
scrambling startledly out. 

"Mutiny!" Curt Newton cried. His voice was 
bitter with self-reproach. "Just what I feared, and 
yet I let it happen/' 

YOUNG Rih Qmh, the Mercurian 
lieutenant, and anotlier Patrol officer had 
wakened and come out to join them. 

A stentorian voice echoed back to their little 
group from the fore part of the top-deck. It 
reverberated along the corridors. 

"Future, will you and the others surrender? You 
haven't got a chance. We hold the bridge and 
control the ship." 

"That's Kirn Ivan," gritted Ezra. His thin hand 
clenched upon his atom-gun and he started forward. 
"I'll show that cursed Martian!" 

Grag and Otho started forward with Mm, but 
Curt Newton held them back. "Don't be foolish! 
There're scores of convicts up there and they've got 
all the guns in the arsenal by now. They 1 d get us no 
matter how many of them we got first . " 

He glanced swiftly around, his gray eyes 
snapping. "We can't stay here. They'll come up the 
aft compamonway, and then they'll have us caught 
between them. We'd better reheat down the aft stair 
to the cyc-room. If we can hold the cyc-room 
against them, we'll get the upper hand over them 



yet." 

"I get it!" exclaimed Otho. "If we hold the cyc- 
room, we can keep the eyes shut off and prevent 
them from taking the ship anywhere save Neptune." 

Hastily, the little party entered the aft 
companionway and went down its short, zigzag 
stair to the lowest deck of the Vulcan. 

The big cyc-room took up the whole rear half of 
this deck. It was crowded with machinery — the 
huge, massive, cylindrical cyclotrons, the tangle of 
fuel pipes and power-leads, the squat generators of 
the auxiliary drive whose vibration-thrust was used 
only in emergencies. 

George McClinton ran bewilderedly toward 
them. The lanky young chief engineer had 
apparently just been aroused fr om his nearby bunk 
by the Neptunian engineer on duty. He was 
automatically popping a dried prune into his mouth, 
as his spectacled eyes blinked at them amazedly. 

"WTi-what's going on?" he stammered. "Orluk 
says that he h-h-heard shooting --" 

"The cursed convicts have grabbed the bridge- 
room and upper decks!" answered Ezra Gumey, his 
faded eyes still raging. 

C APTAIN FUTURE was snapping orders. 

"Grag, you and Fill Quili lock the fore door and 
watch it. Otho, take the aft door." 

"You're not h-hurt, are you, M-m-miss Randall' 1 " 
the prune-loving engineer was asking anxiously of 
Joan. 

"I'm all right," she said. "But I've failed in my 
duty. This is the first time there has ever been a 
break on the Vulcan. " 

"It's more my fault than yours or Ezra's," Curt 
said bitterly. "I felt all along that that desperate 
bunch might try something. That's why I came 
along and took all the precautions I could. But they 
somehow outsmarted me. " 

There was a loud hammering at the fore and aft 
doors of the cyc-room. The mutineers had 
apparently discovered the whereabouts of the 
group. 

"They can't break in here," Ezra muttered 
hopefully. "They know if they do, we'll blast 'em 
down as fast as they come through the door." 

Curt was searching the crowded cyc-room with 
intent gray eyes. "Are there any space-suits down 
here?" he asked McClinton. 

"N-n-no," stuttered the lanky engineer 
Wonderingly. "Suits aren't ever k-kept down here, 
for mere's n-n-no need for them here." 
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"We'll need them pretty qmekly, if my guess is 
light," Curt exclaimed. He pointed at two big 
valves inset in niches in the thick wall of the cyc- 
room. "Those are air-exhaust valves, controlled 
from the bridge-room. They're part of the valve 
system designed to make possible the exhaustion of 
air horn an)' section of the ship.' 




OTHO 

"Good God, I forgot all 'bout those exhausts!" 
cried Ezra, aghast. "They were intended to enable 
the ship's commander to quell any convict mutiny 
in any pait of the ship. If the convicts learn about 
'em and turn 'em against us — " 

"They will, and quickly," Curt snapped. "That 
Kim Ivan seems to know all about this ship. Can 
we fix those valves to keep them from being 
opened?" 

"There's n-n-no way!" answered McClinton, 



paling. "Operation of the v-v-valves is all by r-r- 
remote control through w-wires in tire w-walls." 

"Then we've got to weld metal patches over the 
valve-niches ~ and quickly!" Captain Future cried. 
"You've got atomic welding- torches here? Get them 
out, and bring some sheet metal stock." 

As they started to work with the sputtering 
atomic torches to cut metal patches that would seal 
the exhaust-valve openings, the hammering on the 
doors ceased. 

Grag, Otho, Rih Quili and Ezra remained on 
guard inside those doors while Curt and McClinton 
worked hastily. 

Before they had even cut out the first metal 
patch, a loud voice bellowed through the eye-room. 
It came from the interphone that connected with the 
bridge. 

"Captain Future!" it bellowed. 

"This is Kim Ivan talking. We've taken the 
whole ship except the eye-room. You haven't a 
chance. Unless you open tire fore door and toss out 
your atom-guns, I'm going to open tire cyc-room 
exhaust-valves." 

"That Martian devil!" gritted Ezra Gumey 
furiously. "He knew about tire valve-system, all 
right." 

"What about it, Future?" bellowed tire Martian's 
voice. "I'm going to give you two minutes. Unless 
you agree by then, the valves open!" 

Stricken by tire threat, the others looked at Curt. 
His bronzed-face was a taut mask as he assessed 
their hopeless situation. 

THEY could not seal tire deadly valves in 
two minutes. That job would take a half 
hour, at least. Long before they finished it, the 
valves would be opened and tire air would puff out 
of tire cyc-room, slaying them all. 

"They've got tire doors locked on tire other side 
now, chief! " Otho reported. 

"So we can't come out fighting," Curt gritted. 
His eyes swung to Joan. Then he stepped to tire 
interphone. "Captain Future speaking, Kim Ivan! 
What assurance have we that if we do surrender 
you won't blast down eveiy one of us?" 

"If I wanted to kill you, I could do it right now 
by opening tire cyc-room exhaust valves," retorted 
Kim Ivan. "I want to keep you for hostages. If the 
Patrol catches up to us, you'll be valuable to us. I 
give you my word that if you surrender, none of 
you will be harmed. " 
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Cult looked at the others in his silent group. 
"You all heard. What's your decision?" 

"Looks like there ain't any choice," muttered 
Ezra somberly. "We can either die right now, or 
accept Kim Ivan's proposition. It's to his interest to 
keep lis alive as hostages, all light. An', black- 
hearted pirate though he is, he's got the reputation 
of keepin' his word." 

Captain Future and the Futuremen might have 
taken their chance and refused surrender, by 
themselves. But to sentence Joan to death? 

Curt' s mind was decided by the threat to the girl. 
He turned and spoke slowly into the interphone. 
"All light, Kim Ivan. We agree." 

THE words were bitter in his mouth. It was 
almost the first time the Futuremen had 
acknowledged defeat and made quiet surrender. 

Otho's eyes were blazing, and Grag's huge metal 
figure was still rigidly ready for action. 

But the Brain's chill, logical mind approved. 
"It is all we can do," rasped Simon. "While we 
live, we have a chance of reversing the situation." 

Curt unlocked the fore-door, which had now 
been unbolted outside also. Silently, he cast their 
atom-guns out onto the landing. 

Instantly, convicts appeared out there and 
snatched up the weapons. Then the fierce, exultant 
crowd swarmed into the cyc-room with Kim Ivan's 
toweling figure leading them. 

The big Martian's battered red face was jovial 
with high good humor at his success. But 
Moremos, the Venusian, glared at the Futuremen 
with a hatred reflected on the fierce faces of most 
of the other mutineers. 

Curt ignored the threat in their tigerish stare. 
"What have you done with Captain Theron and the 
others?" he demanded. 

Kim Ivan looked uncomfortable. "They're dead, 
all except four crewmen. I told the boys there didn't 
need to be any killing, but they didn't follow my 
orders. That's your fault, Moremos." 

Moremos had a sneer on his emeiald-hued face 
as he answered the Martian. "You're too chicken- 
hearted, Kim. If I had my way, we'd blast down all 
the rest of them right now. Why should we let 
Future and his pals live, when we've got a chance to 
wipe them out?" 

The Venusian's venomous words kindled 
explosive agreement among the majority of the 
mutineers. 



"Moremos is right!" roared Grabo, the squat 
Jovian. "Future and his bunch have sent lots of 
good lads to Cerberus. Now we can pay 'em off." 

Kim Ivan's bull bellow rose above the fierce 
tumult. "I'm giving the orders here and I say we 
don't kill these prisoners. " 

His voice rang with contempt. "Are you all so 
thick-headed you can't see our danger? When the 
Vulcan fails to arrive at Neptune a few days from 
now, the whole Patrol will start out looking for it. If 
they overtake us, we'll have these prisoners as 
hostages. " 

His grim reminder of the Planet Patrol seemed to 
sober the mutineers somewhat. Eveiy one of them 
had good reason to know the remorseless efficiency 
of that great organization. 

"The Patrol will hunt us till they find us, all 
right," muttered fat Boraboll nervously. "They'll 
comb the whole Solar System. " 

"They will," Kim Ivan agreed. "But they won't 
find us if you agree to my proposal. I propose that 
we leave the System altogether." 

CAPTAIN FUTURE and his fellow- captives 
were as startled by that proposal as were 
the mutineers. 

"Leave the system?" gasped Grabo, the Jovian. 
"What do you mean?" 

Kim Ivan's eyes flashed. "I've thought it all out. 
If we stay in the System, no matter what wild moon 
or asteroid we hide on, the Patrol will finally find 
us. Our only chance is to leave this Solar System 
forever. " 

He swept his hand in a grandiloquent gesture. 
"Out there beyond Pluto's orbit is a whole universe 
for our refuge! Out. there across the interstellar void 
are stars and worlds beyond number. You know 
that exploring expeditions have ahead)' visited the 
worlds of Alpha Centauri, and returned. They found 
those worlds wild and strange., but habitable." 

The Martian's voice deepened. "I propose that 
we steer for Alpha Centauri. It's billions of miles 
away, I know. But we can use the auxiliary 
vibration-drive to pump this slup gradually up to a 
speed that will take it to that other star in several 
months. We have enough supplies for that long a 
voyage. Once there, we'll have whole worlds for 
our own! We can easily dominate the primitive 
peoples that were found on those worlds." 

The sheer audacity of the proposition held the 
mutineers in stunned silence. 

Then Curt Newton saw their faces kindle with 
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excitement. 

"Kim's light!" exclaimed Grabo. "If we stay here 
in tlie System we'll be caught and sent to Cerberus 
sooner or later. " 

"I say, let's go," shrilled old Tulilus Thuun. "The 
voyage may be long, but at the end of it there'll be 
whole new worlds to loot. " 

Boraboll, the fat Uranian, looked scared. "We 
don't know what we'll run into out in uncharted 
outer space. It's a terrible risk." 

"The risk is no greater than the one we'll run if 
we stay here in the System," Grabo retorted. "We're 
with you, Kim. It's staiwardho!" 

Stunned by dismay at what the daring decision 
meant to them, the Futuremen and their fellow- 
captives heard the mutineers' tierce, excited chorus 
of agreement. 

"Staiwardho!" 

CHAPTER V 
W-ecked 

SHUDDERING and 
creaking, the Vulcan 
liurtled out into the great 
ldeeps of interstellar space 
pt the highest speed of its 
rocket-tubes . Days ago it 
Iiad crossed tire Line, as 
pie orbit of Pluto was 
Icalled. 

It was already more 
[than four billion miles out 
Into the vast abyss that 
Ktretches between the 
Istars. 

As yet the mutineers had not dared make use of 
the auxiliary vibration-drive. For the powerful 
propulsion vibrations of that mechanism set up a 
peculiar excitation of the ether which could be 
spotted at great distances by the instruments of the 
Planet Patrol. Not until they were still farther from 
the System could the high speed drive be safely 
used. 

Down in the cell-deck, in one of whose cells he 
was confined, old Ezra Guiney gloomily considered 
their situation. 

"We're a couple o'billion miles from the System 
now. Soon as we get a little farther, there won't be 
any chance o 1 the Patrol overtaldn' us. Then we 
won't be any more use to these space-scum as 




hostages. " 

"You think they'll minder us then?" asked Joan 
Randall incredulously fr om her own cell. "But Kim 
Ivan gave his word they woudn't. " 

"I know, an' Kim Ivan would proba'ly keep his 
word, but the others won't," Ezra predicted 
pessimistically. "That snake Moremos an' the rest 
like him are just a chin' to put the blast on all of us." 

Curt Newton, confined in his own separate cell, 
looked anxiously across the corridor at the barred 
door of Joan's cell. 

"It's my fault, letting you in for this," he said 
ruefully. "I was overconfident, and they tricked me 
neatly." 

"You know that isn't so. Curt," Joan denied 
staunchly. "The Patrol was in charge of this ship, 
and we fell down in spite of all your warnings. " 

The shrill, insane laugh of the crazed Eartliman 
scientist came from farther down tire corridor. 

"I said that there was death on this ship! " 

They had been imprisoned here for days, ever 
since the mutineers' seizure of the ship. The 
electrolock cables had been repaired by Kim Ivan, 
and the Futureman and others had been confined in 
separate cells. Two mutineers aimed with atom- 
guns constantly watched in tire corridor. 

There were fifteen of them imprisoned here. 
Beside the Futuremen and Ezra and Joan, there 
were George McClinton, the stuttering chief 
engineer, and his two assistants; Rih Quili, the 
young Mercmian lieutenant; three space-hands and 
one Patrol guardsman; and John Rollinger, whose 
insane babbling had so exasperated the mutineers 
that they had reeonfined him. 

"If ever I get my hands on that Kim Ivan," Grag's 
rumbling voice threatened, "I'll tear him into little 
bits ~ slowly." 

"You'll do nothing of the kind!" promptly, 
asserted Otho's hissing voice. "You'll simply watch 
while / give him the Venusian water-torture. " 

George McClinton, tire lanky chief engineer, 
was arguing through his bars with their two guards. 
"1 t-t-tell you, you've got to give me some p-p- 
pmnes with my rations! I'm s-starving for 1-lack of 
them." 

"Cut your blasts, all of you!" ordered the guards 
harshly. "You people are lucky just to be living yet 
-- you don't know how lucky." 

Silence fall upon tire dim-lit deck of cells. 
Captain Future squatted down against the front wall 
of liis own cell, and seemed to doze. 
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Actually, Curt had never been more awake. His 
position concealed from the vigilant guards the fact 
that his left hand was twirling a rude little metal 
drill which was biting ever deeper into the metal 
floor. 

Curt had not been idle during these days. From 
tire moment of their capture, he had racked his 
brain for an expedient by means of which he might 
turn tire tables on their captors. He had found one 
slim chance. 

The control-cables of tire master electro-locks 
ran beneath the corridor floor just outside Iris cell. 
If he could drill through the floor of Iris cell, out 
beneath its wall, he could short-circuit the cables as 
Kim Ivan had done, and thus unlock all their cell 
doors. 

He had notliing to drill with. They had all been 
thoroughly searched with tire scanner when they 
were locked in. His cell contained nothing but the 
fiber and clay dishes for food and water, and a flat 
metal bunk. But Captain Future had managed to 
unbolt one of tire metal rods that supported his 
bunk. It was of harder metal than the floor. 

PATIENTLY, Curt had shaped the end of 
this rod into a drill by grinding it against his 
bunk-edge. For days now, he had been using it to 
drill surreptitiously through his cell-floor toward 
the lock cables. He could work only in moments 
when tire guards were not directly watching him. 
But his hopes were fast rising as he felt himself 
nearing the vital cables. 

Suddenly the rough voice of Grabo, the Jovian, 
interrupted Curt's tensely hopeful work. 

"Fetch Captain Future out of his cell," tire Jovian 
pirate was ordering the two guards in the corridor. 
"Kim Ivan's orders." 

Curt Newton's heart sank. Had they discovered 
Iris secret labors? 

His cell door was unlocked separately. He had 
already hastily secreted his drill by restoring it to 
position as a support of tire bunk. Curt stepped 
obediently into the corridor, the two guards 
covering him with the guns. 

The red-haired planeteer looked at Grabo with 
cool inquiry. "What does Kim Ivan want with me?" 

"You'll find out on the bridge," tire Jovian 
answered harshly. "Get moving. One of you guards 
come along to cover him. " 

Grabo himself was not armed. Brawls among the 
mutineers during the first days had resulted in so 



many killings that Kim Ivan had decreed that only 
the guards of tire prisoners should henceforth cany 
atom -guns. 

Curt walked calmly ahead of the Jovian and the 
watchful guard, up to the bridge-room. Old Tulilus 
Thuun was in the pilot-chair. The hoary Satumian 
criminal looked nervous, and there was a worried 
expression on big Kim Ivan's massive red face. 
Moremos was arguing angrily with them. 

The broad sheet of the pilot-window, above the 
complex instrument panel., framed a guttering vista 
of interstellar space. The firmament was a great 
drift of stars, amid which the white spark of Alpha 
Centauri shone like a beacon in a direction dead 
ahead. 

Curt Newton's practised eyes, noticed at once tire 
tiny red lights winking and flashing on the 
instrument- panel, and the buzzers whining. 

"Future, we need some help," Kim Ivan told 
Curt bluntly. "We're running iirto something out 
here, I dont know what. Tulilus Thuun can't figure 
it out, either." 

"I never did any piloting outside the System 
before," angrily defended the old Satumian pirate. 
"Everything is cockeyed out here beyond the Line." 

"You've been out here in deep space before. 
Future," Kim Ivan said to Curt. "Can you figure out 
what's got our instruments acting crazy?" 

"Suppose I do, will you turn around and go back 
to land us on Pluto?" Captain Future demanded. 

IT WAS Joan's safety he was flunking of. 
There was a chance that he could bargain 
them into at least releasing the girl. 

Before Kim Ivan could reply, Moremos 
answered for firm. The venomous Venusian 
murderer thrust his head toward Curt like a striking 
swamp adder of his native world, as he hissed: 

"No! You're not dictating to anybody now. 
Future! You'll either help us out or we'll blast you 
down here and now." 

"Go ahead and blast. " Curt retorted. "It won't get 
you out of your troubles. And you'll have plenty of 
trouble, piloting deep space." 

He was bluffing, hying to high-pressure them 
into agreeing to tire bargain he had proposed. And 
Kim Ivan called Iris bluff. 

"You're not fooling anybody, Captain Future," 
said tire big Martian. "You won't let this ship be 
wrecked for lack of your help. Because if it's 
wrecked, the Randall girl dies ~ and you think 
plenty of her." 
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Curt winced. It was tine. They held a trump card 
in the fact that Joan's safety was tied up with that of 
die ship. 

"Let me see those instruments," Curt said 




GRAG 



shortly, admitting defeat. He still had his secret 
plan of escape, he was drinking. 

Old Tuhlus Thuun began a voluble explanation. 
"I never saw instruments act so crazy! They 
indicate a meteor-swarm or some other celestial 
body near us, but the readings of its position they 
give are impossible! " 

"That's because you're not allowing for ether- 
drift and relativity space-warp," Captain Future told 
him. "Out here in deep space, you have to correct 
for diose factors. " 

His keen gray eyes swung along die deep bank 
of complicated dials. The red tell-tale lights under 
four of the meteorometers were blinking. 

The readings of those meteorometers showed the 
presence of a body of planetoidal dimensions, 
several hundred thousand miles away. That was a 
far greater distance than the instruments could 
actually function. The leading was being distorted 
by ether-drift and space-waip and must be 



corrected 

Curt Newton hastily made nimble mental 
calculations. Trained in the routine of collection by 
his own former interstellar voyages, he rapidly 
leached a mental approximation of the true 
readings of the instruments. 

"The body indicated by those readings is really 
dead ahead of us! " he exclaimed. "Shift your course 
three arcs to port!" 

"God!" screeched Tuhlus Thuun, stiffening in 
die pilot-chair and staling through die broad 
window with dilated, bulging eyes. 

For a heartbeat, tiiey were all frozen by what 
diey saw as they followed the old Satumian's gaze. 

They were looking into die awful face of death. 

In die starry darkness full ahead of the hurtling 
ship, there had suddenly loomed up a spinning 
world. It was no more than a hundred miles in 
diameter. But it bulked gigantic as diey raced 
headlong toward it. 

"Don't try to brake!" yelled Curt frantically to 
the old Satumian. "At this speed you'll pile us up." 

His warning went unheeded. Tenor-stricken by 
die awful apparition ahead, Tuhlus Thunn madly 
jammed the brake-blast pedal to the floor. 

Next moment, the Vulcan seemed to explode 
around them. The roaring shock sent the men in the 
crowded bridge caroming into the walls. 

Captain Future clutched a stanchion. He heard 
die scream of tortured metal coincident with the 
reverberations of the explosion. 

He dragged himself erect. A dead silence 
reigned, then was broken by oaths and cries of pain 
from die other parts of the ship. 

Kim Ivan, bleeding horn a gash on his forehead, 
dragged himself indomitably to his feet. "What's 
happened?" he husked dazedly. 

"The bow rocket-tubes have back -blasted!" Curt 
cried. "You can't use full brake-blasts at the speed 
we had — inertia forces the blast back up the tubes. 
I think the laterals let go, too." 

"Look at that!" shouted Boraboll. The Uianian's 
fat moon-face was a muddy yellow as he pointed 
shakily ahead. "We're going to crash! " 

A cold hand seemed to close around Curt 
Newton's heart as he caught a glimpse through the 
broad window. The tremendous force of the 
disastrous brake-blast had sharply checked the 
Vulcan's headlong rush toward the planetoid ahead. 
But the crippled sliip was still tailing onward. 

The uncharted little world already rilled half the 
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starry heavens before them. The thin, feeble light 
from the distant Sim vaguely illumined it. Dark, 
dense forests were visible upon it. And at one point 
on its surface, a great bed of smouldering volcanoes 
flung a lurid red glow. 

"This is your fault!" roared Kim Ivan to the 
terrified old Satumian. 

"I lost my head!" shrilled Tuhlus Thuum "I 
jammed the brake-blast pedal before I realized." 

Captain Future jumped to the interphone. He 
called the cyc-room: "What happened down there' 1 
Did the tail -tubes go, too?" 

The scared, hoarse voice of the mutineer in 
charge of tire cyc-room answered him. "We got a 
dozen dead men down here-half tire eyes blew up 
when tire bow and lateral tubes back-blasted! The 
tail-tubes didn't give way, though they seem to be 
badly strained. " 

"Switch tire power of the remarmng eyes into the 
tail rocket-tubes!" ordered Curt. "Then get out of 
tire cyc-room!" 

He turned and hauled the stunned, old Satumian 
out of the pilot-chair . "Give me those controls." 

MOREMOS leaped forward, deadly 
suspicion on liis face. "Wait a minute. 
Future! You're not pulling any of your tricks!" 

"Tricks, the devil!" flamed Curt, "We're falling 
toward that planetoid, and in ten minutes we'll 
crash. We can't get away, for tire bow and lateral 
tubes are blown, and the tail-tubes are strained and 
can't be used for more than a few minutes of 
tiring." 

He was seating himself in the pilotchair and 
grabbing the space-stick as he talked. "If we crash 
on that planetoid, everybody in the ship dies. I don't 
care a curse about you pirates. But I've got friends 
aboard. There's a chance I can make a safe 
landing." 

"Go ahead and try, then!" exclaimed Kim Ivan. 
"Get back and give him room, tire rest of you! " 

The Vulcan was turning slowly over and over in 
space as it fell at appallingly increasing speed 
toward the mystery planetoid. Captain Future's eyes 
tensely estimated the distance of the little world, by 
the gr aduated scale etched in the glassite window. 
The hundr ed-mile sphere now tilled most of the 
firmament. The edges of its dark green mass were 
rimmed by a haze that told of a thin atmosphere. 

Superhuman tension giipped the watching 
criminals as the sliip fell on toward doom. Curt's 



brown face was like rock, his hands holding the 
space-stick in the rigidly upright position that 
would fire the tail rocket-tubes when he depressed 
tire cyc-pedal. 

"We're going to hit in a minute!" quavered fat 
Boraboll. 

A wild scream came to their ears from the lower 
part of the sliip. The mad shriek of John Rollinger. 

"Are you going to let us crash without even 
trying?" roared Grabo to Captain Future. 

The falling Vulcan was only miles above the 
surface of the uncharted planetoid. They were 
rushing down toward a convexity of green jungle in 
tire center of which glowed tire evil red volcanoes 
and lava-beds. 

Air whistled outside the plunging sliip, in a 
rising roar. It was still turning over, as it fell. 
Captain Futur e waited for one more turn. 

"Do something, you fool!" yelled Boraboll in 
tenor. 

"We're falling toward those volcanoes! " shouted 
another of the mutineers. The iron-nerved Kim Ivan 
silenced them. "Shut up and let him alone! " 

The volcanic region of tire mystery planetoid 
stretched only a few miles beneath the plummeting 
sliip. The center of tire infernal activity was a 
double row of huge black craters separated by a 
stupendous chasm. From the craters flowed lurid 
crimson cataracts of molten rock that crept 
sluggishly down toward vast black beds of solid- 
crusted lava. 

Curt Newton was estimating their speed of fall 
by split- seconds. He knew that the tail-tubes upon 
which all depended would stand but a few moments 
of firing before their strained walls exploded. It 
required all the superb spaceman's nerve to wait for 
the Vulcan to turn once more. Yet he waited, till the 
instruments showed its tail pointed straight down. 

Curt's foot instantly jammed the cyc-pedal to the 
floor. The roar of raving power that lanced 
downward from the tubes flung him deep in tire 
pilot-chair and jammed the others against tire wall. 
The hull of tire crippled sliip grated and screamed 
fiom tire shock of deceleration. 

"We're going to land in that lava ! " cried Grabo. 

CAPTAIN FUTURE saw the glowing red 
river tliat flowed from two volcanoes 
rushing up toward them. It was straight beneath the 
slowing sliip. 

His hands flashed desperately to the bank of 
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individual rocket-tube throttles. He cut the tubes on 
the starboard srde of the tail. 

The off-balance thrust of the remaining tubes 
sent the falling Vulcan lurching to port. It sagged 
down toward tire black lava beds beyond the fiery 
river. Instantly, Curt cut in all the tail-tubes again. 

Crash! Crash! The flaming tail of the ship came 
to rest upon the solid crust of lava. In a flash, he cut 
all tubes. The ship toppled over on its side and lay 
still. 

"Good God, what a landing!" choked old Tuhlus 
Thuun, hoarsely. 

Curt Newton, his face haggard, and dripping with 
perspiration from superhuman strain, suddenly 
raised his hand. "Listen!" 

The momentary silence that had followed tire 
landing of the Vulcan was broken by ominous 
cracking sounds beneath tire ship. The prostrate 
vessel shuddered violently as the cracking sounds 
became louder 

"VWre sinking into the lava!" yelled a mutineer's 
wild voice. "The ship's weight is cracking the solid 
crust - it's going to sink into the molten rock 
beneath! " 

With the cry came a louder cracking, and a sharp 
lurching of the ship There was a screech of rending 
metal plates. Scorching, superheated air laden with 
choking sulphurous fumes flooded up through the 
ship. 

"She's going through the crust now!" bellowed 
Kirn Ivan. "Out of the ship, everybody!" 

The mutineers scrambled madly down toward 
tlie space-door of the cyc-deck. All else was 
forgotten in tire wild instinct to escape. 

Curt. Newton fought his way down tire 
companionway with the scrambling convicts. But it 
was toward the mid-deck he was struggling. 

He paused briefly outside its door to fling the 
switch of the master electro-control. Then he 
plunged into tire cell-deck corridor. The guard in it 
had aready fled. 

"Joan! Ezra!" Curt cried chokingly through the 
swirling smoke. "We've got to get out of here!" 

Figures were stumbling out of the unlocked 
cells, slipping upon the tilted floor, gasping as they 
breathed the scorching sulphurous air. 

Curt found the staggering figure of Joan and 
steadied her with Iris arm. Ezr a Gurney's grizzled 
face appeared through the smoke, a big bruise upon 
Iris cheek and liis faded eyes wild. 

"Name o' tire Sun, what happened " he was 



crying. 

The Brain's weird form flashed like a flying cube 
through the swirling fumes to Curfs side, hastily 
followed by Curt and Otho. 

"Young Rih Quili was stunned by tire shock — 
he's lying in Iris cell! " cried Simon. 

"I'll get him!" Captain Future yelled. "Ezra, get 
Joan to the space-door! Otho, see to McClinton and 
tire crew-men!" 

He plunged back to Rih Quili's cell and picked 
up the unconscious young Mercmian. A sharper 
lurch of the settling ship staggeied him as he did so. 

The sulphurous air was choiring him. As the 
fought up the tilted floor toward tire door, he 
glimpsed the dazed McClinton and other crewmen 
being rushed by Otho toward the exit. Grag was 
coolly waiting for Curt. Through the mad uproar, a 
shrieking of mad laughter smote their ears. 

"Rollingei's back there!" Curt gasped. "Grag!" 

THE great robot, who did not breathe and 
was not affected by the overpowering 
fumes and heat, was ahead)' clanking back to the 
madman's cell. He returned quickly, clutching the 
insanely struggling scientist. 

They tumbled down to tire space-door. As they 
reached it, a violent downward movement of tire 
sinking Vulcan threw them out. 

Curt hit a surface of rough lava that was so 
searingly hot that he cried out. He staggered up 
with Rih Quili. Blinded by swilling smoke, 
scorched by almost unendurable heat, he glimpsed 
crevices cracking open in the solid crust around the 
ship. Fiery red lava gushed from beneath. 

"This way. Chief!" boomed Grag's tremendous 
voice. 

Captain Future struggled forward. The vague 
figures of liis friends and of the fleeing mutineer s 
were dimly visible in the smoke ahead. 

Crack 1 The crust of lava shook violently under 
their feet. Curt turned and through the smoke he 
glimpsed the Vlucan's black hull sinking swiftly 
into the hissing molten r ock beneath the solid crust. 

He stumbled on, choking, scorched, half- 
blinded. Presently tire air seemed a little purer. And 
then it was no longer hot. jagged lava under Iris 
feet, but black soil. He had reached tire edge of the 
lava-bed and was standing upon ground that sloped 
gently in the dusky light toward a distant wall of 
weird jungle. 

Kim Ivan aird the mutineers who had escaped 
were standing here, but they paid iro attention iir 
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this moment to Captain Future and his group. The 
convicts were staring strickenly out across the 
smoking lava-field. 

Curt Newton turned and looked. Out there in the 
smoke, he saw the curved black hull of the Vulcan 
finally disappearing beneath the cracked crust. A 
pool of molten lava glowed redly where it had 
been. 

"She's gone," muttered the big Martian pirate. 

A heavy silence followed, unbroken for long 
minutes. The appalling enormity of the disaster was 
coming home to them all. 

Captain Future felt an iciness in his heart that he 
had never before experienced, as he realized their 
situation. 

They were marooned here on an uncharted 
island of space, more than four billion miles 
outside the Solar System. A mere unknown speck 
in the void, to which no oilier ship would ever 
come. 

They were utterly without tools or weapons 
And, worst of all, he and his friends and the girl he 
loved had as fellow castaways more than a hundred 
of the most dangerous criminals of the nine worlds, 
every one of whom cherished a bitter enmity 
toward him. 



CHAPTER VI 



Mystery Planetoid 

NIGHT was creeping 
(across the little world, the 
Idusky day deepening into 
(complete darkness as the 
bright star of the distant Sun 
hank beneath the horizon. 
JFrom the brooding black 
Jungle in the distance, an 
■uncanny babble of weird 
animal or bird calls came to 
Ithe ears of the stricken 
Icastaways. 

Their faces were drawn 
and haggard in the lurid red light from the 
volcanoes. From those towering black craters in the 
east, evil-glowing rivers of molten lava crept 
constantly downward like crawling snakes of fire. 
Showers of burning ashes shot up ever and again 




from the seething craters, and there was a low. 
continuous growling and quivering of the ground 
beneath them. 

Curt Newton felt a cold chill, despite the 
sulphurous warmth of the air. It was so terribly 
isolated from the universe of man, this drifting 
speck of laird in the vast, shoreless sea of outer 
space. And they were so utterly unequipped to deal 
with whatever alien perils it might hold. 

He felt Joan shiver inside the protecting cicle of 
his arm, and looked down anxiously at her. 

"You're all right, Joan? That shock jar you when 
we crashed?" 

"It didn't hurt me." Her face was very pale, her 
eyes dark and wide as she looked up at him. "I'm 
just scared, I guess. This weird, forbidding place ~ 
that we'll never get away from. " 

"Never is a long time," Curt said quickly. "Don't 
worry about it now, Joan." 

"Oh, Curt, you knovj we're marooned here 
permanently!" Her voice broke in a sob. "We've no 
ship, no weapons, no tools." 

Captain Future could not answer that. His arm 
tightened almost fiercely around her, as though in 
protection against what was to come. The 
Futiuemen and their allies, like the mass of Kim 
Ivan's mutineers, were still staring frozenly at the 
lava-beds in which the ship had perished. 

"Did anyone manage to salvage anytliing from 
the ship?" Curt asked them. 

George McClinton, tire lanky young engineer, 
was tire only one to answer. He pointed hesitantly 
down at a fiber case at his feet. 

"I g-g-grabbed that up as I r-r-ran out of the 
ship," he stammered. 

"What is it? A tool-kit?" Curt Newton demanded 
quickly. 

McClinton's spectacled face looked abashed in 
the red light. "N-no, it's only a c-c-case of p-prunes. 
I j-just happened to see it in the s-s-supply-room 
door as I went past." 

"Blast me down!" swore old Ezra Guiney 
furiously. "Of all the crazy', useless tilings to snatch 
up, that's the limit!" 

A burst of laughter rose from the others at 
McClinton's shame-faced admission. It came from 
the mutineers as well as the Futuremen's party, and 
it was hysterically loud. It was a reaction on the 
pari of all fr om their own terrifying thoughts, their 
realization of the appalling situation in which they 
stood. 
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It eased that frozen tension a little. Men relaxed 
enough from their stunned rigidity of mind and 
body to inspect their bums and bruises. And Kim 
Ivan strode out and turned to face the mutineers. 

"Did any of you bring atom-guns out of the ship 
with you' 1 " the brg Martian pirate demanded. 

Curt stiffened He realized instantly what was in 
Kim Ivan's mind. 

BUT none of tire mutineers answered in the 
affirmative to tire question. Grabo, the 
Jovian, growled the explanation of the lack of guns. 

"You wouldn't let any of us wear atom-pistols in 
the ship," he snarled, "for fear we'd kill each other 
in brawls. And there wasn't any time to go digging 
them out of the arsenal-room when tire ship 
crashed. " 

Kim Ivan's voice rose to a roar. "Don't take that 
sulky tone with me. I'm still boss here! There may 
not be an atom-gun on this world, but I can beat the 
ears off any pair of you with my bare fists! " 

None of tire mutineers took up tire redoubtable 
Martian's challenge. But Grag's big metal figure 
moved clankingly forward. 

"Do you think you can beat tire ears off rre?" 
rumbled the great robot. 

Kim Ivan faced the robot with an unflinching 
scowl. "I know you're stronger than any four of us," 
he admitted belligerenly to Grag. "But there's more 
than a hundred of us, remember that. We can pull 
you down, big and tough as you are." 

New tension sprang into being, as tire mutineer's 
hatred and antagonism toward the Futuremen's 
party came again to the fore. Curt Newton realized 
that it would not take much to precipitate a 
struggle. 

"It seems to me," his cool voice cut in, "that 
we've had enough for one day without trying to kill 
each other right now." 

Kim Ivan roughly agreed. "We're groggy and 
tired, and some of us are hurt. And there's nothing 
to be gained by a scrap now. We'll get some rest, 
and see how tilings stand in the morning." 

The tension diminished. With little further talk, 
tire castaways dropped to the warm ground and 
stretched out exhaustedly. 

Curt and his friends kept at a little distance from 
the mutineers. He noticed that Kim Ivan himself 
was not sleeping, but was keeping vigilant watch 
from where he sat. 

Captain Future pillowed Joan's head on his knee. 



"Try to get some sleep, Joan." 

"M-m-maybe I could g-g-get some moss or 
leaves from that jungle, to rn-rn-make a bed for 
her," suggested George McChnton anxiously. 

"No, it's bad business to go blundering into an 
alien interplanetary forest by night," Curt answered. 
"You irever know what queer kind of creature is 
waiting for you." 

Silence and darkness held the makeshift camp of 
survivors. No one felt like talking, and most were 
already exhaustedly sleeping. The only sounds were 
tire medley of uncanny calls from the starlit jungle, 
and the low rumbling of the distant volcanoes. Now 
and then, the ground quivered slightly under them, 
with a low, muted growling. 

Captain Future looked down at Joan's dark head, 
upon his knee. She was sleeping, her face white in 
the starlight. He perceived that Grag, who never 
slept, was standing watch nearby like an immobile 
metal statue. 

John Rollinger was not sleeping. The crazed 
biophysicist was looking toward the distant jungle 
in an attitude of intent listening. 

"Rollinger, what's tire matter?" Curt asked in 
low tones. 

The Earthman turned dazed eyes toward him. "I 
hear' voices talking, inside my head. I'm afraid. 
There's somebody on this world. " 

"There's no one here," Curt soothed. "Go to 
sleep. You haven't aiwthing to be afraid of." 

The Brain had been brooding silently nearby. 
Like Grag, Simon never slept. Now he glided to 
Captain Future's side, and whispered. 

"Lad, I've been thinking about this planetoid," he 
said. "There's sometliing puzzling about it. I mean, 
all this volcanic and seismologic activity. There 
shouldn't be volcanism on a world this small." 

Curt was grimly amused. "Same old Simon! All 
our predicament means to you is just an intriguing 
scientific problem." 

THE BRAIN'S metallic whisper was cold 
and annoyed. "If my reasoning is right, this 
particular scientific problem has an important 
bearing on our present predicament. Lad, you saw 
tire meteorometer readings on this planetoid before 
we crashed on it. Can you remember its 
approximate mass., direction and speed of drift, and 
distance fiomthe System?" 

Captain Future was puzzled. "I think I can, 
thought I don't see why it's so important. The mass 
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of it is two- thousands-Earth, position is slightly 
over torn' billion miles from tire edge of the System, 
and its drift is almost straight toward the System at 
ten miles a second velocity — " 

Cull stopped suddenly, as liis keen scientific 
mind abruptly realized the significance of the data 
he was quoting. 

"Good Lord, Simon, I didn't see it before! This 
planetoid is approaching the Limit!" 

"Yes, lad," rasped the Brain. "And that accounts 
for its volcanic activity." 

Cm! Newton was appalled. The ominous fact to 
which the Brain had called his attention made their 
predicament vastly more menacing. 

In taut whispers, he and Simon Wright discussed 
it with feverish intensity as the night horns passed. 
Between these two master- scientists sped 
whispered formulae, equations and corrections, as 
they sought to solve mentally a problem which was 
of direst import. 

The sky in the 'east' began to lighten at last. A 
glowing pallor crept across the starry heavens. And 
with it came a sharper, more violent tremor of the 
ground beneath them. The shock and the grinding 
roar brought the sleeping castaways into alarmed 
wakefulness. 

"Curt, what's happening?" Joan's small hand 
clutched his sleeve as she awakened. 

"It's only a stronger seismic tremor," he 
reassured her. "But it's sun-rise now, Joan." 

The Sun came up as a bright, tiny disk hardly 
larger than a very brilliant star. It cast a feeble 
daylight across the alien landscape of smoking 
volcanoes, black lava-beds, and distant green 
jungles, 

Kim Ivan stood, looking grimly around the 
unfriendly vista. The other mutineers were getting 
to their feet, staring about in dismal silence. 

"This is a devil of a place to be marooned in," 
muttered Giabo, the squat Jovian. 

Kim Ivan shrugged. "It's better than 
Interplanetary Prison, anyway. There'll be fruits and 
meat-animals in that jungle. We can live here 
indefinitely." 

Captain Future grimly contradicted the big 
pirate. "W y e can't live here indefinitely. This little 
world isn't going to exist indefinitely. " 

The big Martian frowned at him. "What do you 
mean?" 

"I mean that in a little more than two months, 
this planetoid will be shattered and destroyed," 



retorted Curt. 

"Bah, what are you trying to do, scare us?" 
scoffed Kim Ivan, incredulously. 

Moremos, eyeing Curt Newton hatefully, hissed: 
"We ought to settle these cursed Futuremen right 
here and now. I say, let's rid ourselves of them for 
good. All except the girl." 

Captain Future rarely lost his temper. But at the 
evil implication in the Venusian's last words, and at 
the sudden pallor that came into Joan Randall's 
face, dirt's bronzed face went a dull red. 

His voice was low and steady, but his gray eyes 
were fiery as he promised the Venusian murderer 

"Moremos, when the time comes you are going 
to pay for that suggestion with your life." 

The mutineers started threateningly foiwaid, and 
Grag and Otho sprang instantly to dirt's side. But 
Kim Ivan intervened roughly. 

"Cut your blasts!" he bellowed to his glaring 
followers. Then, with eyes narrowed suspiciously, 
he snapped to Curt: "What's this story of yours 
about this planetoid exploding in two months?" 

CAPTAIN FUTURE slowly withdrew his 
flaming gaze from the Venusian. He 
explained in short, grim sentences. 

"This planetoid is becoming internally unstable. 
That is because it is drifting toward our Solar 
System. The gravitational influence of our System 
is setting up seismic strains inside its mass. The 
quakes and volcanic activity here are due to those 
interior strains. They'll become worse as it draws 
nearer the System. 

"Two months from now, this planetoid will be 
so near the System that its tidal strains will burst it 
asunder. Roche's Limit, which determines the 
critical distance at which a celestial body nearing a 
larger body will burst into fragments, operates in 
the case of this worldlet as though the whole 
System were one great body it was approaching." 

Kim Ivan seemed baffled by Captain Future's 
scientific reference, and there was still strong 
skepticism on his battered red face. 

He turned toward Boiaboll, the Uranian. "What 
about that, Boraboll? You had a scientific 
education. Does Future's claim make sense?" 

The fat Uranian' s moonlike yellow face twitched 
with fear, and his voice was husky. "It's tine that 
Roche's Limit will operate for the whole System as 
though for one body, in affecting an unstable 
planetoid like this. If this planetoid gets much 
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nearer than four billion miles, it will burst." 

Old Tuhlus Thuun added a shrill word. "This 
planetoid isn't a lot more than tliat from the System 
now, according to what our instruments read before 
we crashed. Audit's heading toward the System, all 
right." 

"Then Future's right," gasped Boraboll, terrified. 
"My God, this little world is going to burst under us 
in two months !" 

The panic of the fat Uranian convinced the other 
mutineers as nothing else would have done. They 
looked at each other in fear. 

"Name o' the Sun!" exclaimed Ezra Gurney. "I 
didn't think last night that we could be in a worse 
jam, but tins makes it plenty worse." 

Even big Kim Ivan looked a little appalled. He 
muttered, "That's luck for you ~ cast away on a 
planetoid that'll explode beneath us in a few 
weeks." 

Curt Newton spoke incisively. "We've got just 
one chance. That is to get away from here before 
the catastrophe occurs." 

"Get away?" echoed the big Martian blankly. 
"How the devil can we get away? We've got no ship 
now. " 

"Which means," retorted Captain Future, "that 
our only chance of life is to build a ship." 

Kim Ivan stared. "Build a ship, when we don't 
have a single tool or piece of equipment? Build a 
spaceship, with our bare hands?" 

"He's laving," growled Grabo. "A spaceship 
takes tons of metal plates and gilders, glassite for 
instruments and ports, copper for cables and coils, 
refractory alloy for rocket-tubes, and about forty 
other elements for the cyclotrons, fuel and other 
parts. Arid we've just got our fingers!" 

"We've got our fingers, and our brains." Curt 
collected. "We've got tire accumulated knowledge 
of centimes of experimenters, from tire first cave- 
man who made a stone hammer on up to 
yesterday. " 

His eyes flashed. "Why shouldn't we be able to 
start from scratch' 1 The primitive peoples of the 
remote past did. All the raw elements we need 
should be present on this world. Arid if we have 
courage and skill enough to wrench them free and 
build with them, we can save ourselves." 

His intensity seemed to make an impression 
upon tire others. The mutineers listened as though 
clutching at a precarious straw of hope. 

But old Tuhlus Thuun shook his head. He 




muttered, "Nobody Iras ever built anything as 
complicated as a spaceship from scratch, in the 
whole history of the System." 

"It's never been done," Curt admitted, "but that 
doesn't say it can't be done. " 

CHAPTER VII 



The Tangle-Tree 



SOMETHING of Curt 
(Newton's driving purpose 
seemed to communicate 
itself to the doubting 
mutineers. They might hate 
this red-haired planeteer, 
ifout they were nevertheless 
impressed by him 

ill I /z--r~^3ti ^ was a * suc ^ momenTS 

' -that Captain Future's 

renins for leadership 
'asserted itself. The Brain 
was more deeply versed in 
scientific lore than he. Grag was stronger than he 
was, and Otho swifter. But he was leader of tire 
Futuremen because of lis indomitable will and 
courage. 

"If anybody could build a slip out of nothing, 
which I still doubt, you Futuremen maybe could," 
muttered Kim Ivan. 

"It's worth frying!" Boraboll exclaimed 
nervously. "Airytiiing's better than just sitting here 
waiting to die." 

A general murium' of agreement came from the 
mutineers. Appalled as they were by tire vista of 
approaching doom, they grasped at any straw. 

"There's just one tiling," Curt said incisively. "If 
we Futuremen are to try building a slip, we must 
have absolute freedom of action and must have 
authority to command the assistance of all of you." 

Moremos flared at that. "Me take orders from 
you, Future? Not in a million years ! " 

"By God, you'll take orders from rre!" roared 
Kim Ivan to tire green-faced Venusian. "Arid I'm 
agreeing to Future's conditions. W y e can't reasonaby 
expect him to achieve this feat without the help of 
us all." 

"It's all a lot of nonsense.." shrilled old Tuhlus 
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Thuim skeptically. "Nobody can build a spaceship 
out o' nothing. It just can't be done." 

"Suppose we do manage to build a ship and get 
away? What then?" Grabo demanded suspiciously. 

Curt was ready for that. "Then you'll agree to set 
myself and my friends down on some inhabited 
world of the System." 

He knew better than to demand more. If he could 
once assure Joan's safety, the pursuit of the 
mutineers could be taken up later. 

"I agree to that. Future," said Kim Ivan 
promptly. "Now how do we start?" 

For a moment, even Captain Future was daunted 
by that question. It made him realize to the hill the 
appall magnitude of the tiling they were about to 
attempt. 

How did you start building a big, complicated 
space ship when you had literally nothing but your 
bare hands? He groaned mentally as he envisioned 
the complexity of thousands of massive and 
delicate parte which must be correctly fabricated 
and assembled to form a navigable vessel. 

It wouldn't do to show doubt. He quickly looked 
around the hostile, alien vista of the mystery 
planetoid. 

"Our first step necessarily must be to establish 
safe living-quarters for ourselves and investigate 
for food," he declared. "Then we'll make 
preliminary survey for sources of the raw materials 
we'll need." 

Kim Ivan assented to that, with a nod. "I'm 
hungry already, and getting more so by the minute." 

George McClinton had opened his fiber case of 
prunes. The lanky, spectacled engineer stopped 
mimcliing the dried fruit to inquire: 

"Anybody w-w-want some prunes? They're very 
n-n-nomisliing." 

"Not until I'm hungrier than I am now, will I eat 
those danged tilings," growled Ezra Gmney. "When 
you was snatcliin' up sometliin', why didn't you 
snatch up a case of beef or sometliin' like that?" 

Captain Future and Kim Ivan, after a brief 
colloquy, had decided that they must find a suitable 
spot for a base nearer to the jungle. From the jungle 
must come whatever food they could glean. And 
the sulphurous air that clung over these lava-beds 
made proximity to them unpleasant. 

THE whole party started toward the jungle. 
Its green wall was less than a half-mile 
away. They could see birds or winged creatures 



flitting above the roof of the forest, and deduced the 
presence of a varied animal life from the calls and 
noises they had heard during the night. 

Joan asked Cmt an earnest question as they 
tramped forward. "Cmt, is it really possible to build 
a ship? I know you could do it if anybody could, 
but can anybody do that?" 

"Joan, I don't know," he admitted. "But our lives 
hang on the answer, and it's up to us to find out. " 

"If we had unlimited time and materials, it might 
be done," remarked the Bram pessimistically. "But 
to do it in two months, with no tools to begin with 
and criminals for workers --" 

Grag's deep voice shouted from behind them, 
interrupting. "Hey, Chief, this crazy Rollinger won't 
come along." 

The crazed scientist, whom Cmt had deputed 
Grag to keep an eye on, was refusing to accompany 
tire party toward the jungle. Rollinger's haggard 
face was distorted by overpowering fear, and his 
eyes were wild as he babbled objection. 

"I won't go there!" he cried, peering temfiedly 
toward the distant jungle. "The/ are there ~ the 
mighty ones. I heard Them speaking last night, in 
my mind. They know we are here, and They don't 
like it." 

"Who's he talking about?" Grag asked puzzledly, 
as Cmt and Otho and Joan came back. 

"He's just raving again." Otho commented. 

Rollinger's voice rose to a shrill pitch. "They 
warned last night that we must not stay here, that 
They will kill us if we do!" 

"Pick him up and bring him along, Grag," 
ordered Curt. "We can't delay now to soothe him." 

Rollinger struggled frantically, but was like a 
child in the grip of the great robot. 

"Do you suppose there really could be 
intelligent, malign life on this world?" Joan asked 
Curt 

"I doubt it. We've seen no signs of intelligent life 
here so far," Captain Future replied. "Of course, 
we're likely to find some very queer plant and 
animal life here. For this planetoid doesn't belong 
to our own System. It's a wanderer of the 
interstellar void, a tiny planet that must long ago 
have been torn away somehow from its parent sun." 

He continued thoughtfully. "Perhaps it has 
drifted through space for ages. Undoubtedly it has a 
radioactive core that has furnished sufficient 
warmth to support life on its surface. Evolution 
might take some wend paths upon a little, isolated 
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worldlet like this." 

The green wall of the jungle loomed before them 
in the feeble daylight. 

The castaways halted and stood silently looking 
at the alien, grotesque forest. 

It was composed chiefly of toweling tree-ferns, 
whose colossal fronds were interlaced by lianas and 
vines. Thorny underbrush decked with brilliant 
scarlet and yellow flowers, and big pale-green 
mosses choked much of the space between the 
trunks of the mighty ferns. 

"There's some kind of a natural clearing in 
there," Kim Ivan reported to Curt. "Want to go in 
and Look it over?" 

Captain Future nodded, and he and the big 
Martian pushed their way beneath the shadow of 
the toweling ferns. The air was hot and steamy 
inside the jungle, and many transparent- winged 
insects flashed about them. 

"Makes you think of tire Jovian forests, and yet 
everytlnng is different," Kim Ivan said soberly. 
"Ah, here we are." 

They emerged into the natural clearing that lay a 
little within the jungle. It was actually a low knoll, 
a few yards high and several hundred yards in 
diameter. 

NOTHING grew within this dealing except 
a few dozen gigantic cacti. They were 
dark, barrel-shaped growths twelve feet high, 
spineless and with fluted sides. 

"Lucky, finding a natural clearing like this," Kim 
Ivan remarked. "It's just what we're looking for, 
isn't it?" 

Curt nodded. "We can build a stockade of fem- 
trunks around it for protection against possible 
beasts of prey. .Arid it looks as though we could dig 
a spring at that moist patch of ground." 

He turned to go back and bring the others, but 
Kim Ivan delayed him with a hand on his arm. The 
big Martian pirate had an oddly earnest expression 
on his massive, battered red face. 

"Future, wait a minute. I got something to tell 
you." 

Curt looked at him keenly. "What is it?" 

Kim Ivan scratched his ear. "Well, it's like this. I 
know you got it in for me because I led the mutiny. 
Not that I'm excusing that ~ I still say anytlnng's 
better than Interplanetary Prison. Though if the 
boys had obeyed my orders, there wouldn't have 
been any killing. " 




THE BRAIN 

Curt. Newton wondered what this rambling 
introduction was leading toward. "So what?" 

"Well, I gave you my word we'd work with you 
all the way, trying to build this ship, and I'm a chap 
who keeps his word," Kim Ivan went on. "But I 
can't always control the boys. So ~ watch out for 
Moremos!" 

Captain Future stiffened. "Is that Venusian 
already planing to make trouble?" 

"He hates you like poison," Kim Ivan said. "He 
was saying a little bit ago that he'd figured out how 
to get you and your pals, when the' time came. And 
I'm afraid some of the boys would side with him. I'd 
keep an eye open for death-traps, if I was you." 

Curt said thoughtfully, "I doubt if he'd try 
anytlung right away, for building this space ship is 
his only hope's well as ours. But I'll watch out for 
his clever little traps. And thanks for the warning, 
Kim." 

"Don't thank me," disclaimed the big pirate 
bluffly. "I'm not worried about you for any reason 
except that you're our only chance of getting off 
this cursed little world. I know that we can't build a 
space ship out of nothing, but maybe you can." 

They went back and brought the rest of the 
castaways to the clearing which they had selected 
for an encampment. Then Captain Future issued 
orders which were backed up by Kim Ivan's 
hmIi -in over the mutineers. 
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"The first essential is to build a stockade for 
protection and to find food," he declared. "Then we 
can build huts for living-quarters, and start work 
assembling materials and tools for the ship." 

He formed them into work and foraging parties. 
The former were to bring saplings and vines with 
which to build a rough wall around tire clearing. 
The foraging groups were to look for fruits, nuts or 
other possible edibles, and bring them back to tire 
Brain for inspection. 

"Ezra, you stay here with Joan," Curt told the old 
marshal. "How are you, Rih Quili?" 

"The injured young Mercurian lieutenant 
gingerly touched his bandaged head. "It still aches a 
little, but I'm fit for work now." 

"Better take it easy," Curt advised. " .And, Ezia, 
keep an eye on Rollingei all the time." 

JOHN ROL LINGER had exhibited an almost 
pitiful ten or of the jungle, and had had to be 
dragged by Grag to this clearing. The crazed 
Eartlmian now crouched, looking about the place 
with wild, scared eyes. 

Curt, Grag, Otlro and George McClinton formed 
one of the work parties. They plunged into the 
shadowy green jungle of giant tree-ferns and 
choking underbrush, in search of suitable material 
for the stockade. 

"If we had just a b-b-bush-knife, it would be a 1- 
lot easier," mumbled tire lanky McClinton, who 
was munching dried prunes as he marched. 

"Why not wish for an atomic blaster, while 
you're at it?" suggested Otho. "Besides, this is 
where Grag comes in handy. He can tear up trees by 
the roots. You never saw anybody so strong." 

"Meaning that you're trying to flatter me into 
doing all the work," growled Grag. "Well, it won't 
go, my slippery mbberoid friend." 

They were already deep in the green jungle. Big 
tree-ferns reared then gloss)' trunks for fifty to sixty 
feet, bearing masses of flat fronds and spore-pods. 
Yet these were not true pteiidophyt.es at all, but the 
result of a wholly different line of plant evolution, 
which appeared not to rely on photosynthesis as a 
source of life. 

There were other and even stranger trees. Huge 
ones like banyans reached out many leafless limbs 
from a massive central trunk. Others looked like 
big horse-tails. Club mosses flourished in the 
spaces between tire crowding trunks, and creeping 
vines were everywhere. Many of tire vines and tire 



thorny smaller shrubs bore unfamiliar fruits. 

Insect life was abundant. But most of the winged 
arthropods possessed perfectly transparent wings 
and were hard to see. There were no true feathered 
birds, but white, bat-winged creatines were 
numerous and noisy in the tree-tops. And Curt 
Newton found tracks and other traces of animals 
that were apparently several species of small 
rodents. 

"There doesn't seem to be any sign of large 
animals," Captain Future declared. "Though all the 
life here is so alien it's hard to tell." 

George McClinton's spectacled face was 
discouraged as he looked about the green gloom of 
the jungle. 

"It's certainly w-w-wild enough." Grag was 
already at work, uprooting saplings and ripping off 
big branches from tire tree-ferns to be stripped into 
stockade-poles. The other three pitched in, but the 
huge robot had tire advantage here. His steel aims 
could break tough limbs that the others could not 
taclde. 

Leaving a frail of trimmed poles behind him, 
Grag advanced toward one of tire big banyan-like 
trees. He seized one of its leafless, drooping 
branches. Instantly, the branch retaliated by seizing 
him It and others of tire scores of branches coiled 
around him like tough plant-tentacles and dragged 
him toward the central trunk. 

"Hey, Chief, this tree's fighting back!" yelled 
Grag alarmedly. 

"It's some kind of carnivorous form of plant-life 
that can devour animals!" Captain Future cried. 
"Tear those blanches away, Grag." 

"I can't!" shouted tire robot. "The cursed tilings 
are strong as steel! It's a regular tangle-tree." 

CHAPTER VIII 



The Cubics 

I AT least twenty of tire tentacle- 
like limbs had now coiled around 
brag. They were lifting his massive 
frgru'e toward the central trunk. This 
was a cylindrical mass of fiber 
twelve feet in diameter. The tangle 
pf branches grew from its sides, and 
Its top was a huge, hollow calyx. 
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Curt and the other two sprang forward to aid the 
robot. But they were themselves gripped by other 
branches. As they sought to free themselves, Grag's 
struggling form was being hoisted up into the air 
and held above the hollow calyx of the tangle-tree. 

From inside the huge calyx spurted up streams 
of sticky green liquid that smeared the helpless 
robot from head to foot. Grag yelled with fury at 
this, but the sticky juices continued to spurt over 
hint 

"The tiling is covering Grag with its digestive 
juices before it eats him!" exclaimed Curt. "Try to 
reach him." 

But they couldn't reach him. Each of them had a 
coiling branch around him. Only the fact that most 
of the tangle-tree's branches were occupied with 
Grag made it possible for them to avoid being 
drawn in also. 

Grag, bellowing in rage and completely covered 
by sticky plant-juice, was now being drawn 
remorselessly down into the hollow calyx of the 
trunk. He disappeared inside it, though his muffled 
roaring still sounded. 

"Good Lord, he's g-g-gone!" stammered 
McClinton. "The tiling lias d-d-devoured him." 

But after a few moments, during Which they 
fought to free themselves, Grag was suddenly 
drawn up again from the calyx of the tree. 

The robot was held as before, while the sticky 
digestive juices of the carnivorous free spurted 
again over his raging figure. 

Otiio uttered a mirtiifril shout as he tore himself 
free from the branch holding him. "The free 
couldn't digest Grag's iron carcass that time, so it's 
going to try again." 

In fact, Grag was now being drawn back down 
into the calyx of the massive trunk. Again came his 
muffled bellowing. Cm! and McClinton had by 
now managed to release themselves also. 

But there was no need for the three to spring 
forward to Grag's aid. For now tire robot was being 
hoisted up again out of tire calyx. And with an 
almost human gesture of disappointment and 
disgust, the tangle-tree's gripping branches hurled 
tire robot away. He flew through the air and lit upon 
the soft ground some distance away, with a 
resounding thud. 

Otho collapsed in a fit of laughter when they 
reached Grag's side. "The tiling couldn't digest 
Grag, nohow! I'll never forget how he looked 
squirming up there with the tangle-tree hopefully 



squirting sap over him!" 

"Laugh, you misbegotten son of a test-tube!" 
roared Grag furiously. 

The big robot was a ludicrous figure, smeared 
from head to foot with thick green plant-juice. 

Curt, too, was shaking with mirth. "It's lucky the 
tree did happen to grab you instead of one of us," 
he consoled the angry robot. "Any one of us would 
have found it no joke," 

Grag ruefully tried to clean himself off. "Of an 
tlie screwy forms of life that I ever --" 

Captain Future suddenly interrupted, holding up 
his hand sharply. "Listen! I heard a cry! " 

A distant yell came to them through the green 
gloom of the weird forest. 

"One of the other parties lias run into trouble!" 
Curt exclaimed. "Come on!" 

They plunged through the jungle in the direction 
from which the cry had come. Now they could hear 
a chorus of alarmed voices. 

It was one of the work -parties headed by Grabo, 
tlie Jovian, that was doing the shouting. The squat 
Jovian pirate turned as Curt and his companions 
appeared. 

"Look at those tilings!" he exclaimed. "We don't 
blow what to make of 'em." 

CURT NEWTON stared. He too, in all his 
extensive experience with the strange life 
of far' worlds, had seen no creatures such as these. 

There were six of tlie creatures, and they were 
busily working in a little open glade of the forest. 
Each of the tilings looked like a giant centipede, 
with an oddly geometrical bod)" eight feet long and 
many square legs set along it. They were carrying 
slabs of stone along. 

A closer look revealed the amazing details of 
their appearance. Each of these big creatines 
appeared to be composed of scores of small, living 
fleshy pink cubes. Each cube was four inches 
square, and had two twinkling, bright little eyes and 
a small mouth- opening. 

"Why, I never saw anything like these before," 
Captain Future muttered, stepping forward. 

"You haven't seen tlie half of it yet! " exclaimed 
Grabo. "They can split themselves up when we start 
toward 'em. Look at 'em! They're doing it again!" 

The weird, geometrical creatures had until now 
ignored Cm! Newton and tlie others, diligently 
resuming their work of earning away the stone 
slabs. 
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But now, as Captain Future approached, the 
centipede creatines suddenly chopped the slabs and 
then underwent an incredible transformation. 

Their big, geometrical bodies disintegrated. 
They broke up into tire scores of living cubes of 
which they were composed. Each cube was 
revealed to be a separate, living creatine. Each had 
eight tiny claws or legs, one at each comer of its 
cubical body, as well as its own eyes and mouth 
and ears. 

These hundreds of cube-creatures scurried 
swiftly together, and joined into a single big figur e. 
The living cubes joined tightly, each to the next, by 
instantly hooking their tiny claws together. 

Silently and quickly as though by magic, the 
cubical creatines had combined to form a toweling, 
semi-human figure ten feet high. It advanced on 
square, stocky legs with its massive arms raised 
menacingly toward the Futiuemen. 

"Get back!" Curt Newton ciied warning. "The 
creatures think we're hostile." 

They hastily recoiled. Grabo and tire mutineers 
already had fallen back, and George McClinton was 
gaping mcredously. 

The geometrical monster halted its advance. As 
though satisfied they had nothing more to fear, tire 
cube- creatines that composed it broke up into 
separate runts. Quickly, they recombined into the 
six centipede-figures. Then, carrying tire stone 
slabs, they calmly disappeared into the jungle. 

"Did I dr eam that or have I been drinking radium 
highballs?" gasped Otiro. "What the devil are those 
freakish little cubics?" 

"That's a good name for them — the Cubics," 
Captain Future commented. "As to their nature, it 
seems pretty obvious that they're small animals 
who have developed to a great degree tire faculty of 
living in a cooperative community. Just like a hive 
of bees or a colony of beavers, only more so." 

"But how can the little devils go through those 
quick formations of theirs without any hesitation or 
discussion?" marvelled Grabo. 

Curt thought he could guess. "They must be 
constantly in telepathic rapport with each other. 
Sometliing like tire "hive mind" of tire bees, even 
further developed. Maybe the individual 
intelligence of each Cubic pools into a group- 
intelligence, just as their bodies combine. They're at 
least semi-intelligent, judging from tire way they 
were working." 



THE discovery of tire Cubics made all of 
them more cautious in tire hours of work 
that followed. It was increasingly evident that their 
former surmise was correct, and that evolution in 
plant and animal life had indeed followed strange 
paths upon tins age-long isolated planetoid. 

What other uncanny forms of life might haunt 
tire dense fem-jrurgles, they wondered? .And what if 
tire Cubics themselves should prove definitely 
hostile? They could be. Curl Newton realized, 
formidable enemies. And the tangle-trees, which 
seemed numerous, were a constant danger. 

By srurset of that day, they bad gathered in tire 
clearing a mass of strong poles sufficient to build a 
stockade. The foraging parties had also brought 
back a mass of flints, berries and nuts. These were 
of every shape and color, and most of them were 
utterly unfamiliar in appearance. 

The Brain, whose knowledge of planetary 
botany was encyclopedic, had inspected the fruits 
and had ruled out a few which he considered likely 
to be poisonous. The castaways ate hungrily of the 
others, finding a big, spherical, meaty nut tire most 
nourishing. 

"We'll need meat, too," Captain Future declared. 
"There are small aminals in the jungle. .Any of you 
brow anything about trapping?" 

Grabo, tire squat green Jovian, nodded. "I used 
to trap 'diggers' in tire jungle north of Jovopolis, 
when I was a kid on Jupiter. All I needed was a 
cord to make into a snare for their runways. " 

"Take a couple of men and get some snares set 
tomorrow," Curt suggested. "You can make the 
cords from strips of clothing." 

George McClinton distastefully put down a veiy 
ripe, squashy yellow fruit of egg shape which he 
had been eating. 

"Too m-m-messy," he said. "And it doesn't have 
the f-f-flavor of a p-p-prune." 

The tiny disk of the Sun was sinking again 
toward the horizon. The shadows of tire grotesque, 
toweling cacti in tire center of tire clearing grew 
longer . 

Night was falling. The star's were already 
pricking forth in the dusking sky, and tire heavens 
eastward showed a quivering red glare from tire 
volcanoes and lava-beds there. 

"I flunk," Cmt decided, "that we'd better keep a 
fire going nights until we have our stockade up. 
We've already learned that there are formidable 
forms of life on tins woildlet." 
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A fire of dry fem-logs soon blazed up near' the 
center of tire clearing. Curt had kindled it by 
striking sparks from Iris steelite belt-buckle against 
a hard stone. The castaways gathered around it as 
though taking comfort from it as the night 
deepened. 

Captain Future musingly looked around the 
circle of many firelit faces. What an oddly assorted 
company they were, he thought. Joan's lovely face, 
and McClinton's spectacled, serious countenance. 
Otho lolling indolently with slant eyes watching the 
blaze, and young Rih Quili's bandaged head. Kim 
Ivan's massive, jovial red face, and Grabo and old 
TuMus Thrum and fat Boraboll, and Moremos' 
sulking features and secretive eyes. And the Brain 
poised outside tire circle a little, while big Grag 
stood in tire shadows keeping watch upon tire 
raving John Rollinger. 

"We've got a fire and some food," Kim Ivan was 
saying, "and tomorrow we'll put up a stockade and 
some huts. Then what?" 

"Yes, what then?" Moremos asked Captain 
Future with an open sneer. "Just how do we start 
building a space ship with our bare hands?" 

Curt answered tersely. "Our first need will be 
tools ~ durable metal tools. Let's see how much 
metal we have among us." 

The result of the inventory of their possessions 
was discouraging. They had a few metal trinkets 
and buckles. One of McClinton's engineers had a 
small chromaloy wrench. 

OF course, they all had their gravity-belts. 
Every interplanetary traveler constantly 
wore Iris belt, whose compact gravitation-equalizer 
made his weight the same on any world. But they 
couldn't sacrifice their belts, without suffering 
dangerous effects from tire low gravitation of tire 
little planetoid. 

"I also got a big package of chewin' rial, if that's 
any good," shrilled old Tuhlus Thuun. 

" And I have this c-c-case of p-pinnes," stuttered 
McClinton. 

"There isn't enough metal here to do us any 
good," Curt Newton declared. "We'll have to make 
our own steelite tools, from scratch." 

"Say, what about Grag?" Otho asked. "There's a 
ton of metal in his carcass. If we melted him down 

"I heard that!" bellowed Grag from out in tire 
shadows where he was watching Rollinger. 



Kim Ivan asked gloomily, "Howie we going to 
get steelite for tools?" 

Captain Future shrugged. "We'll have to locate 
iron deposits, and smelt tire metal out, and make 
our own alloys. It won't be easy, but it's tire first 
essential step toward building a ship. " 

"And then what will be tire next?" Boraboll 
squeaked skeptically. 

"Then we'll try building an atomic smelter for 
large-scale operations," Curt answered. "Some of 
us can be recoimoitering this worldlet in the 
meantime for tire raw materials we're going to need. 
Cluomhun, beryllium, manganese, copper, calcium, 
and about forty or fifty others." 

They all seemed dashed by the magnitude of the 
task proposed. To many of them, the difficulties 
looked insuperable. 

"How do we brow we'll find any of those 
elements here?" Ezra objected. "Those are elements 
of our own Solar System, but this planetoid ain't a 
part of our System. It's from way off in tire Galaxy, 
you said." 

The Brain woke from his brooding reverie to 
answer that. "The matter of the whole Galaxy is 
largely homogenous in nature, for all its stars had a 
common cosmic origin. The remotest suns show 
tire spectra of much tire same elements as our own 
Sun. We should find most of the needed elements 
here, though on this small body a few of them may 
not be present." 

"Is this planetoid really a wanderer from some 
distant star-system?" Joan asked Curt with eager 
interest. 

He nodded. "It must be. Probably it was torn 
away from its parent-star by some gravitational 
disturbance, and has been drifting through the void 
ever since." 

"A little star, falling alone through space for 
ages," Joan murmured. "Let us call it by that name 
- Astarfall!" 

The fire died down, and they split into separate 
groups to prepare for sleep. George McClinton had 
prepared a mattress of soft fern-fronds for Joan, 
which the lanky engineer shyly showed her. 

"It's not m-m-much, but it's b-better than the 
ground," he stuttered, and reheated awkwardly 
from her thanks. 

She looked at Captain Future with pretended 
indignation. "Why didn't you think of that?" 

Curt grinned. "I don 't believe in pampering my 
women." 
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"Your women!" she echoed scornfully. "There's 
no other girl beside myself who'd waste time on a 
crazy, foot-loose planeteer like you." 

He chuckled as he turned away. The others were 
already stretched out, asleep. The lire had died to 
glowing embers, but the red glare of the smoking 
volcanoes eastward cast weird, flickering shadows 
in the camp. 

Curt went to where Grag was standing guard 
beside John Rollinger. He bad bound the crazed 
scientist's feet to prevent him from fleeing. For 
Rollinger was still muttering and babbling in 
unabated tenor . 

"I hear," Rollinger was muttering, his mad, 
brilliant eyes staring into nothingness. "I hear, but I 
cannot obey --" 

Grag asked uneasily, "What do you suppose he's 
raving about? He gets on my nerves." 

"He's just delirious," Curt said. "It's a pity ~ a 
tine mind like that, irretrievably wrecked." 

Captain Future stretched out tiredly on the 
ground nearby. The night air was growing chill, and 
he wrapped his zipper-jacket more tightly around 
him. 

As he dropped off to sleep, the low, babbling 
mutter of the crazed Eaithman scientist was the last 
sound in his ears. 



CHAPTER IX 



The \A£>rk Begins 

CURT awakened 
^suddenly It was still dark, 
panel everythiiig was 
jdrenched with a cold dew. 
•But by the shifting of the 
fetarry sky, he perceived that 
[he had slept for several 
(hones. 

He soon discovered what 
Chad awakened him. 
Rollinger's ravings had 
Lbecome louder and shriller, 
""were ascending to a 
frenzied pitch. Curt quickly rose and went over to 
the spot where Grag was standing watch over the 
madman. 

"No, do not make me!" Rollinger was gasping. 




"I can't do it ~ I can't!" 

The man's face was frantic in the starlight, and 
his body was writhing and shuddering. 

"Chief, he's been getting worse by the minute!" 
Grag reported. "He keeps talking to somebody he 
calls the Dwellers. " 

Curt knelt by tire bound madman, and spoke 
earnestly in an effort to reach that dimmed, 
distorted mind. 

"Rollinger, what are you afraid of?" 

The man's wild eyes looked up at him, as though 
dimly recognizing him. 

"The Dwellers!" gasped the madman. "The 
hidden lords of this world, whose powers are 
strange and mighty! They have been speaking to me 
in my mind, have been commanding me to do that 
which I cannot do." 

Captain Future frowned. There was something 
uncanny about the raw, shuddering tenor of the 
crazed scientist. 

"Chief, do you suppose there could be malign 
creatures on this world that he can sense but we 
can't?" Grag asked in a low voice. "There's 
scientific proof that an unhinged mind is more 
sensitive to outside telepathic influences than a 
sound mind," muttered Grag. 

Curt felt definitely uneasy. He straightened and 
looked around the starlit, sleeping camp. 

"There don't seem to be any intruders here. You 
didn't see anytlung strange, did you?" 

Grag shook his head. "No, nothing at all. And 
everyone else has been sleeping, except for that 
Neptunian mutineer, Luuq, I saw moving around a 
little bit ago. " 

"Maybe Luuq saw something," Captain Future 
murmured. "I'll see if he did." 

He went through the camp, searching the 
sleepers for Luuq. To his surprise, he could not find 
the Neptunian anywhere in the camp. The ex-bandit 
had disappeared. 

Kim Ivan awoke with catlike alertness as Curt 
renewed his search for the missing man. The big 
Martian, instantly got to his feet. 

"What's the matter? Something wrong?" he 
demanded. 

"I'm afraid so," answered Captain Future. "Your 
friend Luuq is missing. Grag saw him moving 
about, but now he's gone." 

Others were awakening, aroused by the 
Martian's loud voice. They looked at each other 
uneasily. 
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"See if anyone else is missing," ordered Kim 
Ivan, frowning. 

They soon discovered that one other of the 
mutineers had also disappeared, a little Merciirian 
ex-thief. 

"Maybe the two of them just went out into the 
jungle and will come back," suggested Boraboll, 
the fat Uranian, hopefully, 

"They wouldn't go prowling around in that 
jungle by night," Kim Ivan said emphatically. "If 
they left the camp, it was because they were 
dragged out of it." 

"Future seems to know more about it than 
anyone else," said Moremos rnsrnuatingly. 

The gathered mutineers understood the 
Venusian's veiled accusation. They turned hard 
eyes upon Curt Newton. 

"I know no more than you do,". Curt said 
quietly. 

"Future couldn't have made away with Luuq and 
the other," Kim Ivan said loudly. "Not without 
some sound that would've roused us all." 

"I don't know," muttered old Tuhlus Thmm. 

JOHN ROLLINGER interrupted The crazed 
scientist, still lying bound under drag's guard 
nearby, was sobbing hysterically. 

"We must leave this world!" he screamed. 
"Unless we leave, the Dwellers will kill us all! " 

"What's he talking about ~ the Dwellers?" Kim 
Ivan asked puzzledly. 

"The hidden ones -- the mighty lords — they 
watch us now and they wait! " raved Rollinger. 

Grabo, tire Jovian, stirred uneasily Iris dark face 
nervous in expression. "I don't like this place. It's as 
spooky as the Place of the Dead, on Jupiter." 

"Do you s'pose there could be critters of some 
kind on this planetoid cunning enough to steal into 
tire camp and carry away them two men?" asked 
Ezra Gumey. 

Surely we'd have seen any creatures as 
intelligent as that," objected Joan, eyes bright with 
concentration. 

"I don't blow," Cmt muttered. "Everyhing about 
this planetoid is alien, different from tire life of our 
own System. It comes from remote regions of the 
galaxy, and during its ages of isolation, its 
evolution has taken different paths." 

There was an uneasy silence. The night suddenly 
seemed pregnant with mysterious menace. The low 
calls of small animals and the squeak of bir ds fr om 



the dark surrounding jungle fell upon tensely 
listening ears. 

Had some formidable beast of prey actually 
entered the camp and slain the Neptunian and 
Mercurian, it would not have have been so 
terrifying as this baffling disappearance of the two 
men. It was the unearthly mystery of it that drilled 
them. Their minds conjured pictures of malign and 
alien creatures lurking out there in tire dark, 
watching and waiting. 

"The most intelligent-lookm' creatures we've 
seen on this planetoid are the Cubics," drawled 
Ezra. "Do you s'pose they're tire Dwellers?" 

"They didn't look of high intelligence," Curt said 
doubtfully. "Besides, how could they enter tire 
camp and make off silently with two men?" 

"Luuq and tire Mercurian must have went 
sleepwalking into tire jungle and got grabbed by 
some beast," Kim Ivan growled. 

"Just tire same, I propose we post our own 
guards at night to prevent any more 'sleepwalking'," 
said Moremos.. glancing toward Cmt Newton. 

For tire remaining few horns of that night they 
sat around the fire, talking in low voices. .All 
realized more completely than ever before the alien 
nature of this wandering worldlet. from outer space. 
Wlrat dark riddle was it hiding? 

The coming of day was a relief to strained 
nerves. Almost cheerfully, they breakfasted on fruit 
and berries. Then Captain Future got to his feet and 
incisively addressed them. 

"We've got to organize our operations, if we're to 
get anywhere with tire task ahead of us," he 
declared. 

He was a confidence-inspiring figure as he 
stood, his tall, r angy figure and red head silhouetted 
against tire pale sunrise, his keen gray eyes 
sweeping their faces. But he was not nearly so 
confident as he looked. He was a little 
overwhelmed by the audacity of what they were 
about to attempt. 

"First, we've got to complete the stockade 
around this knoll and build some huts," he stated. 
"Others of us have to form regular foraging parties 
to supply fruit, roots, and small meat-animals if 
possible." 

KIM IVAN spoke up. "I'll superintend tire 
building of tire stockade and huts. And 
Grabo can take care of the food-supply. He says he 
knows how to set traps for the animals whose traces 
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we saw in the jungle. " 

Curt nodded. "I'll leave all that to you, then," he 
told Kim Ivan. "The Futuremen and I will begin an 
exploratory survey for the metallic ores and other 
materials we'll require. That's our first step toward a 
ship." 

The big clear knoll soon was buzzing with 
activity. Kim Ivan's stentorian voice bellowed 
orders, supervising a large party of the mutineers in 
hauling fem-poles from the jungle and setting them 
up in a stockade and in framework for huts. 

Grabo had chosen a dozen of tire men and had 
gone into tire fern- forest to set tire animal-snares he 
had improvised fr om ships of clothing. Other of the 
men were ahead)" bunging in fruits and roots. 

Curt asked Ezra Gurney, "Will you stay here and 
keep an eye on Moremos? I don't think he'll fry to 
make any real trouble until we have built a ship. 
But I don't want to take any chances." 

"I understand." nodded the veteran marshal. "I'll 
watch that varmint." 

Captain Future and drag and Otho and the Brain 
set forth eastward upon their quest for ores, 
accompanied by George McClinton and Joan. The 
girl had insisted upon going. 

Curt headed toward tire nearby region of 
volcanic activity. All around that region were 
chasms and crevasses tliat had been split by tire 
recent seismic disturbances. 

"Our best chance of finding surface deposits of 
iron, beryllium and tire other ores we need, is in 
those chasms," he pointed out. "We have to find the 
stuff in easily worked surface deposits at first, for 
as yet we have no tools for mining." 

"When I thiiik of all the work ahead of us, I wish 
I was back home on tire Moon," Otho said 
gloomily. 

They approached tire black fields of solidified 
lava. Beyond that crusted expanse lay the smoking 
valleys through which came the sluggish red livers 
of molten rock that flowed down from the toweling 
volcanoes. The sulphurous fumes half-veiled tire 
forbidding vista. 

Curt Newton turned to the Brain. "Simon, will 
you recomroiter as many of the chasms and gorges 
as you can? See what deposits of ores you can spot. 
We'll be working northward, from here." 

The Brain glided off upon liis mission, looking 
like a glittering flying cube as he shot away through 
tire pale sunlight upon liis traction- beams. He was 
quickly out of sight. 



George McClinton, to whom Simon was not as 
familiar as to the others, looked after the Brain with 
marveling wonder . 

"If tire Brain can f-f-fly like that so easily, w-w- 
why couldn't he f-f-fly back to tire System for 
help?" he asked. 

Curt shook liis head. "Simon derives the power 
for Iris beams from a tiny atomic generator inside 
liis case. It holds a charge of fuel sufficient for 
many hours' activity, but not enough for a long 
flight in space." 

"That reminds me," Giag said dismayedly, "I'll 
be needing copper and other elements for fuel for 
my own generators pretty soon. Otherwise, my 
power will run down. " 

Otho told tire robot, "That's all light ~ when 
your power runs out, we can make some swell tools 
out of you. Yes, sir, you're going to come in mighty 
handy, Grag." 

"Chief, will you make Otho quit threatening 
me!" demanded Grag angrily. "He's getting on my 
nerves by liis talk of using me for metal." 

"He can use up some of liis wind climbing down 
into this crevice and prospecting for iron, " Captain 
Future said acidly as they started forward. 

They had been moving northward and had come 
to a deep crevasse driven in tire rock of the 
planetoid by quakes. It was quite narrow and its 
jagged walls were almost vertical. 

OTHO'S rubbery figure went down the walls 
as though he were a fly. Presently liis 
voice echoed hollowly up to them. 

"Yes, there's nickel-iron down here. Looks like 
the core of Astarfall." 

"That's what I was hoping for ," Curt declared. "I 
figured from its mass that Astarfall would have a 
nickel-iron core like most planetoids and planets, 
and tliat its rock crust could not be a thick one." 

They went back to tire jungle and secured a 
quantity of tough vines from which they fashioned 
a strong, flexible ladder. Curt and Grag went down 
this into the gloomy depths of tire crevasse. 

Glittering outcrops of nickel-iron ores were 
plentiful in the bottom of the chasm. But digging 
out tire ore without tools was another matter. Here 
Grag's great strength came into play. With a few 
chunks of hard rock for hammers, the big robot 
loosened small masses of ore. 

Joan and McClinton had woven wicker baskets 
which they let down by a vine rope. Thus the 
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masses of ore were hauled to the surface. It was 
slow, toilsome work. The day was waning when 
they finally had enough of the ore for Captain 
Future's immediate purposes. 

The Brain had returned and made his report. "I 
investigated a good many of the chasms. And I 
found indications of copper, manganese, cliromium 
and several oilier of the ores we need." 

He listed them all, and Curt Newton listened 
intently. He asked then, "What about the beryllium, 
calcium and lead? They're vital." 

"I've not found any of them yet," admitted the 
Brain. "There are signs of possible beryllium: and 
lead deposits in that huge gorge between the double 
range of volcanoes. But I didn't risk going far down 
into it, for, that abyss is highly dangerous. The 
terrific air-currents, heat and fumes from the lava at 
its bottom make it a veritable canyon of chaos." 

"The Canyon of Chaos sounds like a good name 
for that place, at that," remarked Otho. 

"It's hardly worth while naming places on a 
world that's going to blow up two months from 
now," grumbled Grag. 

The Sun was sinking when they returned to the 
camp. The transformation there proved that Kim 
Ivan and his men had been at work. 

The stockade around the knoll was roughly 
complete. A spring had been dug. The framework 
of a dozen huts was up, and several had already 
been thatched with flat fronds. The huge, barrel- 
shaped cacti in the clearing had been left 
untouched, since to attempt to cut down those giant 
growths would have entailed immense labor for no 
particular reason. 

"Not bad," Kim Ivan admitted when Curt 
complimented liim on the day's work. "It won't take 
us long to finish up the huts now. " 

GRABO and his flappers soon returned 
from the jungle. "We eat tonight, and not 
just fruit," proclaimed the Jovian complacently. 

They had snared four plump, rodent-like animals 
as big as small pigs. And they had brought several 
new varieties of edible fruits. 

"But that jungle is a devilish place." swore the 
Jovian."Beside those cursed tangle-flees, there's 
smaller plants that eat insects and birds in the same 
way. I never saw such evil plant-life as this world 
has." 

Nevertheless, the animals made a palatable sort 
or stew. Although he didn't eat. the Brain passed 



upon the flesh as being harmless and containing 
nutriment. He waved his eye-stalks questioningly 
when Captain Future thoughtfully fished a couple 
of bones out of the stew and offered them for his 
inspection. 

"What is it, lad°" he asked. 

"Note the glazed appearance of these bones," 
said Cmt. "Just an interesting side problem, but do 
you make the same tiling I do of the skeletal 
structure of mammals here?" 

"Silicifeious compounds!" ex-claimed the Brain 
at once. "The bony structure of creatures on 
Astaifall are built up from silicon. Altogether 
different from Earthly specimens. It's 
unmistakable." 

"Exactly," said Captain Future, nodding. He 
turned to speak to one of the cooks. 

"Save the skins of those animals for me," he 
requested "I'll need them tomorrow. 

"To build the space ship?" sneered Moremos, 
who had returned with the Jovian. 

"Yes, to build the sliip," Curt nodded, with a 
calm smile. 

He and Grabo scraped and cleaned the hides that, 
night, and he used strong fiber threads and a thorn 
needle to sew two of them together into a rude but 
effective bellows. This he mounted in a rough 
wooden flame. 

It was late when he finished this work by the 
firelight. Joan had retired to the smallest hut, which 
had been assigned for hei use. Most of the 
mutineers and others were also already asleep. 

Grag had taken up his tireless and sleepless 
watch. And old Tulilus Thuun and Boraboll were 
remaining awake and watchful tonight, too. 

"I'm going to turn in," Curt yawned, 
straightening. "How's Rollinger?" 

"Muttering a little, but not as noisy as he was 
last night," Grag replied. "I think he's quieting 
down." 

The crazed scientist was now confined in one of 
the other small huts. He had been subdued and 
silent all dining the day. 

CHAPTER X 



Bre ad Warning 
CURT slept heavily. When he awakened and 
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went out into the sunrise, 
found Kim Ivan 
^swearing. 

"There is something 
fcursed spooky about tliis 
place," declared the big 
vlartian. "I had queer 
ireams all night ~ as 
pthough somebody was 
. talking inside my mind." 
= : Boraboll spoke 
" s nervously. "Nothing 
**" happened all night. .And 
nothing came near the camp that we could see or 
hear." 

That day, while most of tire mutineers resumed 
the work of building the huts and replenisliing the 
food-supply, Captain Future and his party began the 
next step of their task. 

"We've got iron ore, and now we've got to smelt 
it out for steel," Curt stated. "Since we don't have 
any atomic smelter, we'll have to go back to ancient 
ways." 

He supervised the bringing of massive stones, 
and the building of them into a small furnace. They 
had no coal with which to fire this, but the Brain 
had located a deposit of combustible peat in one of 
the swampy sections of the jungle. 

Curt Newton attached his rude bellows to the 
stone furnace. He used its draft to fan the peat fire 
he kindled inside. Then he arranged a mass of the 
nickel-iron ore inside the furnace. When the ore 
became molten, he forced air through it by hard 
pumping on the bellows. 

"This arrangement goes back to primitive 
times," he commented. "It's crude, but we'll have to 
use crude ways until we have some tools." 

When the forced air had reduced the ore to a 
mass of molten iron, Captain Future added a small 
quantity of carbon. 

"Hey, that isn't the way you make steelite," 
objected Otho. 

"We can't make a modern steelite alloy without 
beryllium and other elements which we haven't got 
yet," Cm! retorted. "We'll have to be satisfied at 
first with tliis old-fashioned steel." 

The product of his labors for the day were two 
chunks of solid steel. One, which was much larger 
than the other, was roughly shaped to serve as an 
anvil. The other Curt, attached to a limber wooden 
handle, converting it into a crude but heavy 



forging -hammer . 

Joan looked a little disappointedly at these two 
unlovely products of their day's toil. 

"It's wonderful that you've been able to make 
them, but they seem a long way off from a big, 
complex space ship," she murmured. 

"They're the seeds of a space ship," Curt old her. 
"You have to crawl before you can walk. 
Remember that we're starting here completely 
empty-handed. "That means that we're forced to 
retrace a lot of the steps by which thousands of 
generations of men ascended from the discovery of 
fire to the building of space ships." 

All during the next two days, he kept their 
improvised furnace and forge at work. McClinton 
was his chief helper, while Otho untiringly pumped 
the bellows and Grag utilized his huge strength in 
bringing fresh masses of ore from the surface 
working they had discovered. 

Kim Ivan had detailed a party of the mutineers to 
dig that ore and help transport it to the camp. The 
Brain was away from dawn till dark each day, 
searching .the face of Astarfall for the other needed 
elements. He had already managed to locate 
deposits of several of them. 

The first tiling which Captain Future beat out 
upon their forge was the steel framework for a 
larger and more efficient smelter. When that was 
going, a larger amount of better quality steel began 
to result. 

"We're still only in the first stages of tooling up," 
Curt declared. "We can't really make any start on 
ship-building until we have atomic power and an 
atomic smelter for turning out high-grade light 
alloys." 

"Why don't you start on that right away, then?" 
Joan wanted to know. "Be reasonable, woman," 
pleaded Captain Future. " An atomic power set-up 
requires certain chemicals which we can't dig out 
until we have strong steel tools for mining." 

THEY were concentrating now upon making 
tough steel picks, bars and other tools for 
mining operations. Each tool had to be beaten into 
shape upon their forge. The camp rang with the 
clangorous hammering. 

By now, the huts had been completed and a 
routine system of gathering and preparing food set 
up. These last few nights had brought no recurrence 
of tlie mysterious disappearances, although several 
others beside Kim Ivan had complained of 
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uncannily oppressive dreams. The stockade gate 
was guarded each night by a couple of the 
mutineers. 

"Now," said Captain Future on the fourth 
morning, "we can start mining copper and the other 
elements we need for the next step." 

"I told you of the copper-ore deposit I found," 
said the Brain. "But I've still not located any 
calcium, beryllium or lead." 

"Let me scout for those and the other elements 
we still lack.." begged Otho. "I can maybe find them 
where Simon would miss them." 

"All right, you can prospect the chasms 
northwest of the volcanic area," Curt acceded. "The 
rest of us will start copper-mining today ." 

Otho departed upon his prospecting mission. 
Captain Future, Grag, McClinton and Rih Quili 
gathered their new tools and started out for 
preliminary work upon the copper deposit the Brain 
had located. Joan was ready to accompany them, 
but Curt firmly overruled her this time, leaving her 
standing rebelliously outside the stockade. But 
before they had gone far through tire jungle, he 
stopped. 

"I thought I heard Joan calling," he said. 
"Listen! " 

They heard Joan's voice raised sharply again, in 
an exclamation that had more of anger than fear in 
it. 

Instantly Curt plunged back through the jungle 
tire way they had come. When he came into sight of 
tire stockade, a sudden tide of red firry pulsed, 
through his brain. 

Joan was struggling angrily in the arms of 
Moremos. The green-skinned Venusian was 
laughrng as he drew her toward him. 

"You are a little wildcat," he chuckled. 

In all tire years. Captain Future had killed more 
than one man. But always he had slain as the 
personification of stem, icy justice. He had almost 
never before felt the hot, raging desire to slay that 
now flung him forward. 

Moremos thrust the girl away and recoiled 
startledly. Next moment Curt had liim by the throat 
The Venusian fought furiously, a savage hate 
flaming in his eyes as he sought a deadly swamp- 
man's grip. 

"Curt, wait!" Joan pleaded appalled by the 
terrible expression upon his face, one she had never 
seen there before. 

Captain Future did not even hear her. The raging 



desire to kill bad momentarily made him forget all 
Ms own skill in super ju-jit.su. He broke Moremos' 
deadly grip by sheer strength, and slammed the 
Venusian down to the ground like a doll. His 
lingers tightened on the man's throat. 

Then big hands gripped dirt's collar and pulled 
him back off the Venusian. Grabo and a score of 
tire other mutineers had come running from the 
camp. 

Moremos staggered up, his face livid, his voice a 
choking gasp. "Future. I'll pay you for this, too. It 
adds to an old debt. " 

"Let go of tire Chief! " roared a new voice. Grag 
had followed Curt back and now charged on tire 
scene, ready for battle. 

"What tire devil's going on here?" bellowed Kim 
Ivan. The big Martian was pushing his way through 
tire crowd. 

"Future was trying to kill Moremos!" squeaked 
fat Boraboll. 

Curt made no explanations. But Iris voice was a 
throbbing whisper as he spoke to tire Venusian. 

"If ever you so much as touch Joan again, 
nothing will stop me from killing you." 

A growl came from the mutineers. Their deep 
and ancient feud against Futuremen and the Patrol 
flamed quickly to the surface. 

At that moment came a low, grinding roar from 
far beneath their feet. The ground quivered slightly 
under them, and then shook wildly. 

The powerful and unexpected shock threw them 
from their feet. They heard the crash of some of the 
huts collapsing, and a section of tire stockade near 
them fell inward. 

The fat Uranian mutineer uttered a screech and 
there were cries of alarm from others. Curt Newton, 
scrambling to Joan's side, felt the ground rolling 
and heaving sickemngly under them. Then the 
shocks subsided, and the grinding roar of 
diastiophism died away. 

"Gods of space, that was tire worst tremor yet!" 
gasped Grabo. 

They looked at each other in a tense silence. All 
realized that the quakes were now growing stronger 
as Astarfall approached near the critical distance 
from the System at which it would be shattered and 
desroyed. 

OTHO had set out in high spirits upon his 
prospecting expedition that morning. The 
restless android, always impatient of monotony had 
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been chafing dining the lasst few days of steel- 
making. 

He swung eastward through tiie inngle and then 
started around the rim of the great region of 
earthquake-riven chasms and smoking black lava- 
beds whose center was tire towering double range 
of active volcanoes. As he moved along, he 
mentally listed the raw materials the)' still lacked. 

"Cobalt, beryllium, lead, calcium, and about a 
dozen others," Otho thought ruefully. "We might do 
without a few of those in a pinch. But there just 
can't be any space ship without beryllium and 
calcium. " 

Beryllium was important, for it was the chief 
ingredient of the metallic alloy whose str ength and 
lightness were necessary for tire construction of a 
space ship hull. 

Calcium was even more vital. A small anount of 
it was an absolute necessity before a ship's 
cyclotrons could operate to produce atomic power. 
For calcium was the only inhibitory catalyst that 
could control the production of atomic power from 
copper, and pr event a disastrous explosion. 

"So it's up to me to find tire stuff," the android 
told himself determinedly. 

The Brain had sketched for Otho a rough 
diagr am of the chasms around the volcanic region. 

Many of these Simon had not closely explored. 

Otho began a systematic exploration of them. 
The rubbery android could climb like no other 
being m the System. 

He went down into the first chasm by 
imperceptible holds on the jagged wall. 

His keen, scientifically trained eyes strained in 
tire dusk to inspect the rock formations. 

With the small steel hammer he had brought, he 
tapped loose samples here and there. A streak of 
bluish ore he uncovered at one spot proved to be 
cobalt, one of the necessary materials. But he found 
none of their other requirements in that chasm. 

He clambered back up out of it and stood 
panting upon its rim, looking a little dashedly 
across tire wilderness of lava and crevasses. 

"No wonder Simon couldn't explore all these 
cracks," he thought. "I've picked myself a job." 

He resolutely went on to explore tire next chasm. 
But in it, he found nothing at all. Otho felt 
increasingly worried about the lack of beryllium 
and calcium as he climbed back to the surface. 

The beryllium would soon be needed for hull- 
construction, and a few pounds of the calcium 



catalyst must be found before their projected ship 
could leave this world. 

As he reached the surface, he suddenly recoiled. 
A half-dozen weird creatures had emerged from the 
jungle and were silently marching across tire lava- 
beds nearby. The)' looked like gigantic centipedes. 

Then Otho recognized them as a band of tire 
Cubics, the weird little cooperative cubical 
creatures they had already seen. The tilings had 
grouped together into the centipedal formations. 

They were solemnly crossing the lava-beds 
toward the towering double range of volcanoes. 

"Now what the devil are they going out there 
for?" Otho wondered. "They must know it's 
dangerous around the volcanoes." 

The Cubics were heading toward the gigantic 
canyon between the volcano-ranges, that which the 
castaways had named the Canyon of Chaos. 

The weird creatures approached a point some 
distance along tire rim of that terrifying abyss, and 
then disappeared down into it. 

"Holy space-imps, what reason can they have for 
entering that devilish place' 1 " muttered the android. 

MYSTIFIED and intrigued, Otho started 
out across tire lava-beds after tire Cubics. 
He picked his way as they had done, across tire hot 
expanses of solidified lava. 

Swilling smoke made him cough and gasp for 
breath. But he pressed on until he reached the rim 
of the Canyon of Chaos at tire point where tire 
Cubics had entered it. He peered down into tire 
abyss. 

The Canyon was a fearsome spectacle. Many 
miles long, a mile in width, and almost that in 
depth, its gloom)" rock walls sank downward almost 
vertically everywhere. Far below, a glowing, 
narrow river of crimson lava crawled along the 
floor of the titan gorge. 

Sulphurous smoke and blasts of superheated air 
screamed up from its depths. The lava river at its 
floor, Otho perceived, bubbled up from fiery 
springs at the north end of the canyon and flowed 
down its length and away through an underground 
chasm at the southern end. 

"But where did tire Cubics go?" he muttered, 
trying to peer down through the rushing smokes. 

Then Otho perceived that a precarious pathway 
led downward from where he crouched, along the 
steep wall below him. The creatines he had 
followed had obviously descended by that path. 
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He was on the point of stalling down after them, 
when he glimpsed them returning up the pathway. 
At once Otho ducked behind a mass of rocks for 
concealment. 

The Cubics, still joined in groups to form the 
centipede-like figures, emerged laboriously from 
the abyss. But now each of these cooperative 
figures carried with it a chunk of rock shot with 
gray metal. 

"That rock is lead-bearing," Otho thought 
swiftly. "That's good-we need lead. But what are 
they going to do with it?" 

There was no apparent answer to that riddle. 

The Cubics started marching back across tire 
lava-beds toward the jungle with their burdens. 

Otho remembered now that when they had first 
encountered tire Cubics tire little cooperative 
creatures had been carrying similar chunks of rock 
with them. 

"Why, they come to this canyon for lead-bearing 
rock!" he thought astonishedly. "They must be 
more intelligent even than we figured. Wonder 
what they do with it?" 

He decided at once to enter tire abyss and locate 
tire source of tire lead ores. 

Lead was one of the needed materials they had 
not yet located. And there might well be other 
required substances down there. 

Yet even tire hardy Otho hesitated a few 
moments before entering that fearsome abyss. The 
smoke and scorching air threatened to asphyxiate 
even his tough lungs. His own respiratory system 
was much more resistant to fumes and gases than 
tire ordinary human's. Still, he took care to make 
himself a rude respirator from strips of cloth which 
he tore from his jacket and bound across his nose 
and mouth. 

THEN Otho started down the pathway. It 
was so. precarious, and had so many 
sections torn out of it by recent seismic 
convulsions, that only the agile android or creatures 
like tire Cubics could possibly descend. 

Smoke-laden winds shrieked and howled 
upward around him, as he made his way slowly 
down. Hot ashes rained constantly upon him, from 
tire showers cast up constantly by tire towering 
volcanoes that flanked the canyon. The evil glow of 
tire lava river far below seemed to yawn for him. 

Otho kept on. Presently he descried a big ledge 
or shelf in the vertical wall close beneath him. In a 



few minutes, he was standing upon this ledge. He 
looked wonderingly around. 

"Imps of tire Sun, tire Cubics never did all this!" 
he exclaimed. 

There were ancient mine-workings upon this 
ledge. Tunnels had been driven back into tire rock 
wall for a dozen yards, and marks of the tools 
which had dug them were still evident. 

It was obvious that the purpose of the tunnels 
had been to tap several rich veins of metallic ores 
here. Otiro's trained eyes at once recognized the 
ghtteiing streaks in the rock. 

"Not only lead deposits, but also beryllium ~ 
and plenty of it!" he exulted. "Now if we can only 
find tire calcium and a few others, we're all set as 
far as materials are concerned." 

Then wonder returned to conquer his exultation. 
Who had dug these shafts? Who had mined here for 
lead and other metals'? 

It could not have been tire Cubics, he thought. 
These cooperative little creatures appeared not to 
make use of tools. They apparently came down here 
and seemed chunks of the lead-bearing rock which 
had already been loosened by tire ancient mining 
operations. 

CHAPTER XI 



Cosmic Mystery 

OTHO advanced into one 
of the, shafts. Something 
(upon its wall caught his eye. 
[t was a smooth plate of 
jure lead, affixed to the 
:ock. He discovered that it 
was engraved closely with 
unfamiliar symbols. 

'Wiry, that's writing! " he 
exclaimed. "Then whoever 
id the mining here long 
[ago were intelligent 
creatures — maybe humans." 
He pried the soft lead plate out of tire rock and 
excitedly examined its engraved characters. They 
were not, of course, in any language of the Solar 
Sy stem Here was a cosmic mystery, indeed! 

"The chief and Simon will be plenty excited by 
this tiring," Otho thought. "And by tire beryllium 
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and lead I've found. " 

At that moment, there came a slight quivering of 
the rock walls around him. It put him instantly on 
the alert. 

"Better get out of here, and tell the others about 
mis!" 

At the moment the words left his lips, he was 
thrown from his feet by a terrifc shock. Flattened 
upon the floor of the ledge, he heard an awful 
grinding roar as the whole Canyon of Chaos rocked 
wildly. 

It was the same unprecendentedly strong quake 
which at this veiy moment was so startling to the 
other Futuremen and the mutineers, back at the 
camp. But it had disastrous effects here. 

Otlio heard a cracking, crashing reverberation 
from above as he struggled to his feet on the 
swaying ledge. He looked up. A whole vast mass of 
the canyon, wall above him had been split loose by 
tire shock and was falling toward him. 

With a smothered yell, Otho plunged into the 
nearest of tire ancient mine-tunnels. He was not a 
moment too soon. A shower of boulders crashed 
down upon the ledge, as a huge mass of the rock 
above split loose and fell. 

The shock gradually died away. Otho picked his 
way out onto the rock-shewn ledge, and then 
uttered a cry of consternation. 

"Now how am I going to get out of here?" 

The violent quake had split off. a great section 
of tire rock wall just above the ledge, destroying tire 
precarious path upward. There was a great cleft in 
the wall there, which even Otho could not hope to 
climb. He was trapped upon the ledge. 

Otho, as he looked around in dismay, became 
aware of a louder roaring and hissing beneath him. 
He peered down into the canyon. 

His dismay became acute. The molten lava river 
down there at tire floor of tire abyss was rapidly 
rising. The shock had opened new rifts by which 
the liquid lava was pouring into the bottom of the 
canyon faster than the single narrow outlet could 
cany it away. 

"Holy sun-imps, this is a real jam! " muttered the 
android. "That lava will be washing over this ledge 
in an horn ." 

He peered intently through the swilling smoke, 
endeavoring to discover some way of escape from 
the ledge. There was none. And the lava continued 
to rise relentlessly. 

How to get help Captain Future and the others 



didn't even know he was down here in the Canyon 
of Chaos. He had to signal them somehow. How? 

"I'd give my right ami for a rocket signal-pistol 
light now," he thought. 

That thought brought a vague possible expedient 
into his fertile mind. There might be a way of 
signaling the others. 

Hopefully Otho began searching through the 
mass of broken rock that now littered the ledge. He 
finally found some chunks of a rock that he thought 
might be suitable for his purpose. It was a tawny 
stone streaked with rich veins of orange mineral. 

Otho experimentally tossed a small piece of it 
down into the rising lava. As the rock melted and 
vaporized in the molten river, a small puff of 
orange-colored smoke shot up from it. 

"Yes, that might do it," Otho told himself. "Here 
goes, anyway." 

HE assembled a number of chunks of that 
orange rock. Then be began tossing them 
down into the fiery lava . 

He dropped them in a certain order first a small 
chunk, then a large one, then two small ones, and 
so on. 

From each chunk of rock, as it melted and 
vaporized, a brilliant puff of orange smoke shot up 
through the swilling fumes to the surface above the 
canyon. The succession of short and long puffs of 
orange smoke were spelling out Otho's message in 
the Futuremen's code. , 

"I-n C-h-a-o-s C-a-n-y-o-n-c-o-m-e k q-u-i-c-k-1- 
>* """ 

He came to the end of bis message. Hopefully, 
be peered up through the drifting smoke. Those 
distinctive orange puffs should have been \isible 
from a distance. If the others bad only seen them. 

But no one came to answer bis signals. His 
hopes declined. And the molten lava was still 
rising. The beat was becoming terrific. He 
assembled more chunks of orange rock and 
repeated his smoke-puff message. 

Again be waited. There was still no answer. And 
the crimson tide of rising lava was now only a few 
hundred feet below the ledge. 

"This," muttered the undaunted android calmly, 
"begins to look serious. I won't have time for many 
more signals. " 

Then be discovered that he had not enough of 
the chemical -la den rock for even one more signal. 
There were only a few chunks of it left. 
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Otlio used them to spellout a last, incomplete 
smoke-signal. "I-n C-h-a-o-s C-a-n-y-o-n — " 

"If none of them see that, this cursed place is 
liable to be the end of Otho's rocket-hail," he 
muttered. 

A few minutes passed Then a thrill of hope shot 
through the android as he glimpsed a small, cubical 
object flying down toward him through the swirling 
fumes. 

It was the Brain. And Simon Wright was having 
a difficult time to beat against the wild currents of 
up-steaming hot air. Otho yelled and waved his 
arms, and his old comrade saw and came toward 
hixa 

The Brain was quickly beside the ledge the. His 
square, transparent "body" hovered in the air, his 
lens-like eyes estimating the desperate situation as 
Otho explained his predicament. 

"Humph, it's lucky for you that I saw your last 
smoke-signal," said Simon. "I've been 
reconnoitering some of the chasms northeast of 
here. I found some rich veins of magnesium and 
cadmium in one of them." 

"You can talk about that later," Otho said 
hastily. "Right now, how am I to get out of here? 
That rising lava will be over the ledge soon." 

"Well, I can't possibly lift you out of here," 
rasped the Brain. "I'll have to find Curtis and Grag." 

Simon's gaze fell upon the inscribed lead plate 
which Otho had wrenched from the wall of the 
ancient shafts. "What's that?" 

Otho explained hurriedly how he had found that 
mysterious relic of the past. 

"Why, that's amazing," Simon exclaimed with 
deep interest. "I believe those characters have a 
resemblance to the Antaiian language. Let me see 
it." 

"For space's sake, Simon, forget your scientific 
curiosity for now and go get the others!" howled 
Otho. 

"All right, but take care of that plate," cautioned 
Simon. "I don't want to see it destroyed. " 

"You're worrying a lot more about the cursed 
plate than you are about me," Otho declared, 
outraged. 

The Brain shot up tluough the streaming smoke 
and disappeared. The lava was still rising 
menacingly, and the heat and fumes from it had 
become almost overpowering. 



BUT Otho felt reassured. He had unlimited 
confidence in his fellow Futuremen. He 
crouched as far back on the ledge as he could get. 
gasping for breath against the choking fumes. 

It seemed a long time to him before he heard a 
yell from above. Then a long rope made of tough 
vines knotted together was let down to him. The 
agile android instantly grabbed it and was drawn 
up. 

Captain Future, Grag and the Brain greeted him 
diversely when he thankfully emerged onto the rim 
of the Canyon of Chaos. 

"So we had to pull you out of another crazy 
jam!" said Grag loudly. "What the devil were you 
doing poking around in this place?" 

"Did you find any beryllium or calcium, Otho?" 
Curt asked. 

"I found beryllium, lead and some other metals 
in plenty, but it won't do us any good now," Otho 
answered ruefully. "Look, the lava down there is 
covering the whole ledge." 

"That doesn't matter ~ we can trace the 
beryllium vein and mine it from up here," Captain 
Future assured. "What about calcium?" 

Otho shook his head. "No sign of that. " 

Curt fiowned. "That's not so good. We've now 
found almost eveiy element we'll need, except 
calcium. And we haven't found a grain of it." 

"You saved the lead plate?" the Brain asked 
Otho anxiously. "Cur -lis, look at this." 

Curt was as astounded as Simon had been when 
he learned of Otho's discovery of the ancient mine- 
workings, and inspected the plate. 

"You say the Cubrcs were taking chunks of lead- 
bearing rock out of the place?" he repeated 
puzzledly 

"Yes, but the Cubics never sank those shafts," 
Otho replied. "It was done ages ago, by the look of 
them." 

"This is a mystery," Captain Future said 
thoughtfully. "It seems that Astarfall once had an 
intelligent human or semi-human race. Who could 
they have been? How long ago did they exist on 
this planetoid?" 

"Don't the symbols on that plate look something 
like the characters of the Antaiian language, that we 
learned on our quest for the Birthplace " the Brain 
keenly asked the red-haired planeteer. 

Simon was referring to a previous adventure of 
the Futuremen, an epic quest amid the more remote 
stars of the galaxy for the Birthplace of Matter. 
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Dining that quest, they had had contact with natives 
of the star Antares' worlds and had learned 
something of the Antarian language. 

"It does look a little like Antarian," Curt 
admitted. 

"Maybe there are Antarians hidden on Astarfall 
yet?" drag proposed. "Maybe they're the 
mysterious Dwellers that Rollinger keeps raving 
about 1 ?" 

"That doesn't seem possible," Curt muttered. 
"Yet there is some great riddle about tins planetoid 
which we haven't guessed." 

"I think that with sufficient study I could 
partially translate this inscription," sand the Brain 
quickly. "It might tell us something. " 

"Later on, Simon," Captain Future agreed. 
"We've got too much work on hand right now, 
starting construction of a ship. You all know what 
that shock meant. It meant that Astarfall is 
sweeping toward doom I " 

The day was ahead)' far advanced, but before 
they returned to the encampment, they had used 
their geological knowledge to trace the beryllium 
vein to one of the chasms some, distance from the 
volcanic area. 

WHEN they entered camp, Curt stiffened. 
Moremos was corning toward them. The 
Venusian spoke earnestly. 

"Captain Future, I want to apologize for 
molesting the girl this morning. I was clear out of 
orbit." 

The Futuremen and the other mutineers who 
heard were equally astonished. But Curt Newton 
eyed the Venusian unforgivingly. 

"Then I'm to understand that you've had a 
change of heart?" Curt asked dryly. 

Moremos shrugged. "There's no love lost 
between us, you know that as well as I do. But 
we're all in the same boat, and Kim Ivan gave his 
promise to you that there'd be no trouble. I'll stick 
by that." 

When the Venusian had gone, Otho, looked after 
him surprisedly. "I never thought that he would 
knuckle down." 

"He's only nursing us along until we have built a 
ship and got away from here," Curt predicted. 
"We're his only chance of escape, and he's smart 
enough to realize that. But once away from 
Astarfall, look out! That Venusian hates me worse 
than anyone else here. Anyway, there shouldn't be 



any more trouble to interfere with our work. " 

CURT was wrong. That very night, three 
more men disappeared inexplicably from 
the camp. 

The disappearances were not discovered until 
after breakfast the next morning. Then Grabo, who 
was assembling his foraging party for the day's 
work in the jungle, discovered that one of his men 
was missing. A quick check disclosed that two 
others of the mutineers were gone also. 

The disappearances were utterly baffling this 
time. For the stockade of high, pointed poles now 
formed a complete enclosure around the camp. The 
only gate through it had been guarded all night by 
old Tulilus Thuun and George McClinton. And 
both the old pirate and the prune-loving engineer 
insisted that the three missing men had not gone out 
the gate. 

"We sat with our backs to that gate all night!" 
Tulilus declared. 

"That's r-right," stuttered McClinton. "1 was t- 
trying to convince Tulilus Thuun of the f-food 
value of p-pmnes. We were awake all the t-time." 

"Those three men must have gone out the gate. 
It's the only way out of the camp, and they're not 
here now!" swore Kim Ivan. 

Boraboll's teeth were chattering with fear as the 
fat Uranian suggested, "Those Dwellers Rollinger 
raves about took them for sure." 

"How could your supposed Dwellers enter the 
camp if they didn't come through the gate?" Captain 
Future asked incredulously. 

"They might be queer creatures of the ground, 
who could tunnel up through the soil." advanced 
the terrified Uranian. 

They made a thorough search of the whole 
surface of the knoll. But though they inspected 
eveiy foot of the ground, and even stirred, the soil 
around the sills of the huts and the r oots of the giant 
cacti, they found no traces of such mole-like 
monsters as Boiaboll suggested. 

"That settles it," muttered Grabo. "The Dwellers 
must be invisible mon-sters of some land." 

"Even invisible monsters couldn't come through 
a closed gate," sourly reminded Kim Ivan. 

"If you ask me. " drawled Ezra Gumey earnestly. 
"I still say that the Dwellers are none other than 
them Cubics. They could get in where nothin' else 
could, by brealdn' up and slippiii in one by one." 

Some of the castaways were struck by this idea. 
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Grabo said, thoughtfrilly, "The (rubies' community 
must be near here in the jungle. We've glimpsed the 
creatures several times when we were out 



Curt shook his head. "Even if the Cubics could 
get in, they couldn't take three men out through the 
stockade like that." 

He turned to the Brain. "Simon, you never sleep. 
Did you hear or see anytliing during the night?" 

"No, lad," was the reply. "I spent the whole night 
attempting to translate tliat Antarian lead tablet 
Otho found in the Canyon of Chaos. I was too 
engrossed to notice anything. " 

Neither had Grag, it developed, heard anything. 
All their attempts at solution of the menacing 
mystery seemed to end in a blank wall. 

"Well, I don't see that we can do anythhig but 
double the watch horn now on at the gate of the 
stockade," Curt said. "W y e've got too terrific a job 
on our hands to lose time investigating now." 

In fact, the task ahead was beginning to look 
impossible even to tire indomitable planeteer. They 
had spent nearly a week with little more to show for 
it than an array of steel tools. Arid within seven 
more weeks, Astarfall would be shattered as it 
approached the dreaded Limit. 

FUTURE drove tire work that day with a 
fierceness of purpose born of dreadful 
apprehension. He pressed into service all of Kim 
Ivan's followers except those engaged in the task of 
maintaining the food supply. 

He divided them into two parties. One engaged 
in mining copper ore from the chasm in which the 
Brain had located a deposit. The oilier party began 
excavating lead-bearing minerals from the vein 
which Captain Future had traced from the Canyon 
of Chaos. 

"Future, I'm not lacking, but it seems to me 
we're not getting anywhere on a sliip," said Kim 
Ivan, wiping sweat from his brow. "What are we 
digging all this lead for? You can't build a space 
ship of lead." 

"You can't build a ship," Curt countered, 
"without an atomic smelter and forge to turn out 
your beams and plates. It would be hopeless to try 
doing it by hand. Therefore, our first need is an 
atomic smelter ." 

He added "That's what the lead is for. To make 
a cyclotron for production of atomic energy, you 
have to have iiieitron. Nothing else will withstand 



the explosion of disintegrating atoms. And iiieitron 
is a compound of lead and other elements." 

"But why have you got the other lads digging 
copper?" the big Martian wanted to know. 

"Because a cyclotron's heart is the electric 
apparatus that explodes its unstable atomic fuel by 
a powerful charge," Captain Future answered. 
"Electrical apparatus means coil-wire and 
condensers, and they mean copper." 

He concluded grimly. "And that's only the half 
of it. We'll also have to have calcium and a half- 
dozen other substances before we can get going. 
And we haven't even found some of them yet." 

"You make the tiling sound impossible," 
groaned Kim Ivan discouragedly. 

Curt smiled grimly as he stooped again with his 
pick at the toilsome work of loosening masses of 
the lead-bearing rock. 

"Cheer up, Kim. Once we manage to get a eye 
built, tilings will go a little laser." 

Yet Curt Newton himself felt dark apprehension 
all through the long day of back-breaking toil. An 
icy premonition of possible failure oppressed his 
mind. 

Had he, for once, set himself and the Futuremen 
too gigantic a task? To build a space ship out of 
nothing! And to do it within a terribly short time- 
limit, with dangerous criminals who hated him for 
workers, and with a malign mystery of this alien 
world menacing them? 

He let none of the others see his doubts. He kept 
his mein confident in spite of his bone-crushing 
weariness, as they dragged their masses of lead and 
copper ore back to the camp at the end of the day. 

CHAPTER XII 



JJ 'ho Aiv the Duvihr.. 



KIM IVAN came to Curt as 
pukness fell. 

"I've put a couple of men on 
guard at each side of the 
stockade tonight," he 
announced. 

Curt nodded. "I'm going to 
keep watch myself tonight also, 
Kim." 

"I'll watch with you, then," 
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the big Martian declared. "Though space knows I'm 
tired enough to sleep a week." 

The Brain had a discouraging report for Captain 
Future that night. Simon had spent the day 
exploring the more distant chasms in search of the 
few elements they still lacked. 

"I still can 't find any traces of calcium, lad. 
There just doesn't seem to be any of it on this 
world." 

"That's bad," Curt admitted. "We simply have to 
find a little of it, or no space sliip we build will ever 
take off." 

His thoughts were somber as he sat with Kim 
Ivan outside one of the huts later and kept watch 
upon the sleeping camp. Except for an occasional 
shuffle of movement by the guards around the 
stockade-gate, and the low medley of bird and 
animal noises from the jungle, it was silent. 

The great drift of stars that belted the night sky 
shed a vague light upon the camp. The gigantic, 
barrel-shaped cacti nearby threw grotesque 
shadows. Near tire fire poised the strange, cubical 
shape of the Brain, intently studying by the firelight 
the inscribed lead tablet of mystery. 

Kim Ivan woke from a growing drowsiness at a 
low, wailing sound. "What's that?" 

"Only Rollinger starting again," Curt answered 
in a low voice. 

The raving mutter came from the hut in which 
Grag kept patient watch over the bound madman. It 
raoe slowly in pitch, grew mare fr antic. 

Captain Future suddenly stiffened. Joan Randall 
had just emerged from her hut into the starlight. 
She started to walk in an oddly rigid, mechanical 
stride. Her face was white and expressionless. 

"Joan, what's the matter'""' he called anxiously. 

There was no answer from the girl. In sudden 
alarm. Cm! sprang to her side and gr asped her arm. 
"Joan! " 

Joan struggled to fiee herself of his grasp, for a 
moment. Then she suddenly shuddered violently, 
and looked wildly around. 

"Curt! " she gasped. Quivering, she clung to him. 
"Curt, they had me! They were drawing me out to 
them. " 

He soothed her. "Relax, Joan. You've just had a 
nightmare, and started sleep-walking." 

Her fine face was pallid with horror. "No, Curt — 
it was more than a nightmare! In my sleep, they 
hypnotized me somehow, drew me!" 

Captin Future's brows knitted together. "Tell me 



just what happened. Who or what are 'they'?" 

It was some moments before the shuddering girl 
could speak calmly. The stamp of a terrible 
experience still in her dark eyes. 

"I don't know what or where they are," she said 
breathlessly, "All I know is that soon after I fell 
asleep, I began to feel cold, powerful minds that 
somehow were reaching out to grip my mind." 

"Say, that's what I felt a little of in the bad 
dreams I had the other night," Kim Ivan interrupted 
hastily. "It was so bad, I woke up. Some of the 
other chaps had the same land of dreams." 

"But I didn't wake up. I couldn't, though I 
wanted horribly to," Joan gasped. "The icy grip of 
those mental attackers held me just as a rabbit is 
held by a snake's eyes. And just like a hypnotized 
rabbit, I felt myself getting up and walking out of 
my hut. I knew that I was walking toward 
something awful, but I couldn't stop until you 
awoke me, Curt, " 

CAPTAIN FUTURE was thoughtful as he 
held her proteetingly in his aims. He 
looked over her dark head at Kim Ivan. 

"I begin to see now," he muttered. "The 
Dwellers, as Rollinger called them, are creatures 
who somehow use tremendous telepathic power to 
draw victims toward themselves. There's no other 
explanation. " 

Kim Ivan looked scared. "You mean that 
something or tilings out there in the jungle reached 
in here with hypnotic telepathy and dragged out all 
our men that disappeared?" 

"But whoever heard of a creature of prey that 
drew its victims to it by hypnotism?" exclaimed 
Otho, 

Curt shrugged helplessly. "The life of this 
planetoid lias followed freakish paths of evolution, 
for some reason." 

"I'm still bettih that them Cubics are what's doin' 
it," muttered Ezra Gumey darkly. 

The commotion had aroused many in the camp. 
They seemed stricken by a chill honor as they 
speculated upon the mysterious Dwellers who 
somehow could reach into the camp by telepathic 
power to seize their prey. 

"You'll notice," Cm! Newton commented, "that 
none of us are ever mentally attacked when we're 
awake. It's only in sleep, when the conscious mind 
is no longer on guard, that the Dwellers make their 
telepathic attack. " 
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"M-m -maybe that, explains why R-rollinger is 
more sensitive to the tli-tliings tlian we are," 
stuttered George McClinton. "His c-conscious mind 
is so shattered that he lias n-n-no guard against the 
Dwellers. " 

The Brain had joined them. And Simon Wright 
now imparted news to them. 

"I've been trying to translate that Antarian tablet 
which Otho found. It's extremely difficult, and I've 
only translated a few phrases here and there. But 
what I've deciphered seems to refer to predatory 
creatures who use mental attack to seize victims. 
Undoubtedly, the Dwellers. " 

"If you can translate all of that, it might tel us 
more about the Dwellers and identify them for us!" 
Captain Future exclaimed. "There's some 
tremendous riddle about this planetoid and its 
strange forms of life. The lead tablet may prove the 
key to the riddle. Keep working on it, Simon. " 

There seemed nothing more they could do to 
protect themselves until they should have found 
some clue to the identity of their attackers. And the 
work that engaged them was too vital to halt for 
any reason. 

Dining the next days, the Futuremen kept their 
improvised smelter running full blast. With painful 
slowness, they managed to refine a considerable 
quantity of copper, lead and other necessary metals. 

Curt kept Kim Ivan's men at work mining and 
bringing in more of the ores. The mutineers swore 
at the labor of the task, but were too conscious of 
the life-or-death necessity of it to refuse. Twice, 
strong tremors shook the surface of the planetoid in 
those few days. And the activity of the volcanoes 
nearby seemed becoming ominously greater . 

Dining these few nights, they had no more 
attacks from the mysterious enemy and no more 
disappearances. They were nearly all on the watch 
the first nights. But nothing happened. It was as 
though the Dwellers were aware of their 
watchfulness, and would not make their telepathic 
attack when the humans were on guard. 

Grabo and his foragers found no clue to the 
identity of the Dwellers in the jungle. "We've kept 
our eyes open, but we haven't seen any creatures 
who might be them," reported the Jovian. "Except 
for the Cubics and those big rodents and birds, 
there isn't much animal life here -- just a wild mass 
of those tangle-trees and oilier devilish queer 
plants." 

"If we could spare the time to beat thoroughly 



through the jungle we might find the Dwellers." 
Curt said. 

"But we can't. The days are going by and we still 
liave'.t even started real construction of a ship." 

The work of preparation for construction 
seemed, indeed, agonizingly slow. The terrific 
necessity of building eveiy tool, mechanism and 
instrument they needed was making big inroads 
into their limited time. 

Captain Future and Grag and Otho and George 
McClinton had begun building the first cyclotron, 
or atomic power generator. 

FIRST, they had had to go back to steel- 
making and forge big crucibles of heat- 
resistant steel. Willi these, they could handle the 
softer metals of lead and copper and others, when 
in a molten condition. 

Curt built up a clay mold, with infinite care. Into 
this they poured molten inertron, the alloy 
composed of lead and tempering elements. When 
the metal had cooled, they broke open the mold and 
had a small but massive cylindrical shell of 
inertron. This was to be the main power-chamber of 
the cyclotron. The only openings in the cylinder 
were the small ones at the top for the fuel-feed and 
injector, and the bigger one for the power-take-off. 

"Now to cast the fittings," Curt said. "The fuel 
feed-lines and the power take-off lines all have to 
be inertron, too, as well as the valves. And our only 
way to get 'em is to cast 'em. We've not the 
elaborate equipment that you need for machining 
inertron." 

"Oh, L-L-Lord," groaned George McClinton. 
"I've worked with eyes for years, b-b-but never 
realized what it was to b-b-build one." 

While they toiled to finish the fuel-feed, injector 
and power-leads, the Brain was ranging out eveiy 
day to explore the chasms and gorges. 

Calcium was what Simon was looking for, most 
of all. The vital catalyst was imperative If they were 
to utilize the tremendous atomic energies locked up 
in copper. But the Brain reported no success. 

"I am beginning to tear," said Simon, "that there 
is no accessible calcium on Astarfall." 

Curt bit his lip. "We've got our makeshift eye 
almost finished. But we can't use copper fuel in it 
until we have a little calcium." 

Copper was the fuel most ordinarily used in 
cyclotrons. That metal released more atomic energy 
when disintegrated than did any oilier ordinary 
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substance. It released so much energy, indeed, that 
it would blow any cyclotron apart unless its 
disintegration was slowed down by calcium. 

"We c-c-could use iron for fuel, instead of c-c- 
copper," McChnton suggested. "It won't p-produce 
half as much power as c-copper would, but it c- 
could be used w- without the c-calcimn catalyst." 

"It's what we'll have to do, to get going," Captain 
Future agreed. "But we still must have calcium! 
Only copper will release enough energy to power a 
space-sliip! Unless we get a little calcium, any ship 
we build will never take off." 

He put McClinton to work upon casting the 
inertron valves and fittings. The lanky engineer 
labored diligently, stopping only to munch a few of 
his dried prunes now and then. 

"They g-g-give me energy," he defended when 
Joan chaffed him about his addiction. "P-people 
don't realize the value of p-prunes. " 

"What'll you do when they're all gone?" Joan 
laughed. "Your case is almost empty ." 

He looked dismal. "I know. That's why I'm w- 
working so hard to g-get the ship started. To get 
back to c- civilization and p-pmnes." 

Captain Future himself was engaged upon the 
harder job of building the electric tiring-mechanism 
for their cyclotron. 

A cyclotron is operated by disintegrating 
powdered metal fuel atoms into their constituent 
electrons. This exploding cloud of free electrons 
was in reality what people called atomic energy. 

ONCE the disintegration process was 
started, It was self- continuing as long as 
the injector fed powdered fuel. But to start it, it was 
necessary to have a trigger-apparatus consisting of 
an electrostatic generator that would release a bolt 
violent enough to start the disintegration within a 
small trigger-tube attached to tire main power- 
chamber. 

"How tire devil do we build an electrostatic 
generator when we don't even have a foot of wire?" 
Otho demanded. 

"We make the wire first," Curt retorted. 

"Tliis tiling gets more complicated the further we 
go with it," groaned the android. 

But he fell to with Grag and Curt in the 
tremendously difficult task of thawing out the 
necessary wire from then supply of smelted copper. 

Joan's deft fingers wove fine fiber threads from 
certain plants into the necessary insulation for tire 



wire. Curt wound tire complex coils, upon wooden 
frames. Gradually the electrostatic generator took 
shape. 

The inertron trigger-tube was fitted into one of 
tire small openings of their cyclotron, with its 
electrodes in place inside it and with heavy copper 
cables running from it to the generator itself. 

The generator contained tire condensers for 
storing the charge, the transformer coils, and tire 
copper spheres, belts and brushes of an electrostatic 
machine which was to be turned by a geared crank. 

"We're about r-r-ready," said McClinton 
hopefully, at last. "I p-p-put the refined iron powder 
into the f-f- fuel-hopper." 

Everyone of the castaways was gathered that 
morning to witness tire test of tire vital cyclotron 
upon which all of them had labored in some way or 
other. An atmosphere of tension held them. 

Grag had already for some time been turning the 
crank of the electrostatic generator, building up the 
charge in its condensers. Lacking instruments, Curt 
had to calculate mentally the amount of charge 
available. 

"It should be enough to tire the trigger- tube," he 
said tautly "Shove in the injector, George." 

The prime-chewing engineer eagerly obeyed, 
pushing down the knob atop the massive little 
cyclotron, injecting a charge of powdered iron into 
it. 

Captain Future instantly closed the heavy switch 
that broke the copper cable connecting the 
generator to the eye. The stored electric charge 
flashed into the trigger-tube of the cyclotron. 

There was a sharp detonation as the terrific 
electic bolt started tire bit of fuel in tire trigger-tube 
disintegrating. Almost instantly, it was followed by 
a bursting, vibrating roar as the process of atomic 
disintegration spread to tire main charge of 
powdered iron in tire power-chamber . 

Curt depressed tire valve-lever atop tire power 
take-off. From that take-off tube, a jet of pale white 
fire lanced out. It was a sword of atomic energy that 
cut deep into tire side of tire knoll behind the 
cyclotron. 

"She works!" yelled Otho, Iris face aflame with 
excitement. 

"By space, you've done it!" bellowed Kim Ivan. 
"We've got atomic power now! " 

Weary as he was, Curt Newton felt a thrill of 
inextinguishable pride in what they had done. In 
two short weeks, they had retraced tire whole 
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history of human invention from fire to atomic 
power . 

They had started horn nothing, as the first 
primitive savages of Earth had done. The only 
difference was that they had had tire knovsiedge 
slowly gathered by hundreds of generations, and 
had been able to apply it. 

"N-n-now do we start laying the f- frame of the 
ship?" McChnton asked eagerly, but Captain Future 
shook his head. 

"Not yet. We've got to build more cyclotrons 
first. We'll need them for tire immense labor of 
actual construction. Then when we've built the ship, 
our cyclotrons can be installed in it as its 
propulsion machinery." 

CURT drove the work relentlessly on in the 
next days, spending every possible minute 
on the construction of more cyclotrons. Progress 
was much faster now, for they could use tire eye 
they had already built to power an atomic smelter 
that reduced the time of operations greatly. 

But on that first night after com-pleting the 
original cyclotron, two more men had mysteriously 
disappeared! Old Tulrlus Thuun and one of 
McC'linton's engineers vanished as inexplicably as 
though they had been swallowed by thin air. And 
the stockade wall had been guarded all night! 

Next night, another mutineer vanished. Few 
slept on the following nights, so great was the 
alarm and fear. Nothing happened those nights. 
Than tire vanrshmgs started again. 

Panic halted the operations of tire mutineers. 
Their terror was so great that they refused longer to 
assrst the Futur emeu's labors. 

"There's no use of working to build a ship!" 
cried Boraboll when Curt tried to get them to 
resume work. "Long before we get a ship built, the , 
Dwellers will have murdered all of us! " 

Curt felt baffled desperation. He had depended 
on tire mutineers to mine the gr eat amount of metal- 
ores necessary for construction. Their panicky 
stoppage of work imperiled, all Iris hopes of 
building a sliip in time to escape from this doomed 
world. 

"We demand that tire cursed Dwellers be found 
and destroyed before we'll go on working ! " shouted 
one of tire rebels. 

"We can't stop work now to search for the 
Dwellers," Captain Future pleaded desperately. 
"We're behind schedule as rt is. In a little more than 



four weeks, Astarfall rs going to be destroyed." , 

Kim Ivan added Iris authority to Curt Newton's 
plea. "Don't be idiots!" tire big Martian stormed his 
followers. "The Dwellers may get sarrB us, hut 
unless we build a ship in till we're all finished." 

Moremos nodded agreement. The Venusian 
murderer not to have seen tire force of arguments. 
Its logic was undeniable. 

"You know I have no love for Future, but he's 
right in this," snapped Moremos. "W T e still haven't 
tire faintest clue as to what or where tire Dwellers 
are. We might spend weeks hunting for them 
without success." 

But the superstitious tenor of most of the 
mutineers was not to be allayed by cold reason. The 
nearer danger loomed bigger to them. 

"We're not going to work in those diggings all 
day and then be afraid to sleep at night, lest we 
vanish, too! " Boraboll squeaked. 

Curt Newton felt a sense of frustr ation. He could 
understand the terror of these men. But their 
panicky strike was the last straw. 

Unexpectedly, the Brain came to his help. Simon 
Wright glided to his srde and spoke coolly. 

"Tell them to quit acting like scared children ~ 
that I now have at least a clue to the Dwellers," said 
tire Brain. "I've managed partially to decipher that, 
inscribed tablet from tire Canyon of Chaos." 

"Simon, then you've found out something about 
tire mystery of this place?" demanded Curt. 

"Yes, lad," answered the Brain. "I have at least 
begun to solve the riddle of this planetoid's strange 
history. " 

CHAPTER XIII 



Tragedy of the Void 



^ FUTURE was more than a 
gShttie excied by this in- 
formation. 

"Does that inscription 
dentify the Dwellers?" he asked 
[uickly. 

No," admitted Simon 
Wright. "But it does give a 
possible clue to them, if we 
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could decipher all the writing. You see, the 
inscription was the Antarian language, as we 
similised. But none of us have more than sketchy 
acquaintance with that tongue from our brief 
experience with it. And this writing seems to be in 
a quite ancient form of it. Many terms I could not 
translate." 

"What became of the men who left that tablet " 
asked Joan wonderingly. 

"I'm coming to that," said the Brain. "It appears 
that this little world we call Astarfall has a strange 
and terrible history. But I shall read you my partial 
translation itself." 

Everyone listened with deep interest as the 
Brain's chill, metallic voice recited his translation 
of the old tablet. 

"We men of Antares colonized this small world many 
generations ago. This world was then the moon of a planet in 
the system of **** near our own star. It possessed mineral 
resources, and to exploit those resources a band of our people 
settled here and established mines Each **** came ships 
from Antares which brought us supplies and took away the 
ores we had mined. 

"But then c ame unforeseen catastrophe. A dark star was 
approaching the system **** of which this moon was a 
member. The passing dark star came so close that its huge 
gravitational pull dragged this moon from its orbit and flung it 
off into space. The moon left that system and drifted steadily 
out into the vast interstellar void. 

"Our colonists had but a few ships of then own. These 
could contain only a small number of people So only that 
small number were able to escape the torn -a way moon. There 
was no escape for the others for by the time ships could have 
been assembled and come from Airfares this drifting world 
was too far out in the trackless void. 

"So some thousands of Antarian colonists were marooned 
upon this moon as it traveled steadily out into the face of the 
deep. They knew that they were cut off forever torn their 
parent system but they did not despair of life. For the 
radioactive core of the moon **** sufficient heat to maintain 
life upon it even in the sunless depths of the outer void. 

"Farther and farther into the vast abyss traveled the 
drifting moon, on into the remote **** a sector of the galaxy 
which no ship had ever traversed The older generation of 
colonists passed away and a new generation was bom who 
had never known anything but this little world. It seemed that 
generation would follow generation without change, and that 
some day the drifting moon would reach the distant star- 
system of *** and perhaps attach itself to a planet there. 

"But out in the fac e of the deep a terrible thing began to 
happen. The drifting moon had entered a region of terrific 
cosmic radiation. It was an area of space in which cosmic 
radiation swept in a concentrated current, due to **** and 
other obscure factors of space-warp The result was that all 
life upon this little world was drenched by constant 
penetr ating radiation which soon caused a subtle and fearful 
change. 



"Evolution began to speed up terrifically upon our drifting 
world. The unprecedented radiation produced **** and other' 
changes in the genes of every living species, which caused a 
tremendous flowering of new mutations Each species of 
animal and plant life on the world began a rapid new 
evolution. And our human species, too, began to evolve. 

"We humans became less and less human' New mutations 
rising among us, such as **** radically altered the nature of 
our species. By now it seems evident that we **** destined to 
evolve hideously onward into species entirely unhuman. 

"But all the other forms of life on this world have also 
been evolving at terrific speed Plant life here has developed 
weird new carnivorous forms of trees and slirubs, animal life 
has evolved into equally uncanny and alien forms, and one 
species of **** has evolved into such great intelligence and 
mental power that it has been able to menace us by means of 
hypnotic mental attack. 

"We found a way to protect ourselves from that dreadful 
hypnotic attack of the **** We still c ling to life, by means of 
that protection. But our world is still traversing the region 
**** cosmic radiation, and evolution still continues to alter 
our human species with nightmare speed. We fear that by the 
time this world has finally drifted out of the region of **** 
radiation and the burst of evolution stops, we shall have been 
conquered by our evermore powerful enemies, and shall have 
disappeared forever And so we leave this table as record of 
our fate should ever men of Antares manage to reach this 
world." 

THEY were all silent for a little when the 
Brain finished reading his translation of the 
tablet. All were gripped by an overpowing sense of 
the cosmic tragedy that was the history of this little 
world. 

An inhabited moon, torn away from its native 
system and drifting fatally out into the vast night of 
the interstellar void, never to return! They seemed 
With their own eyes to look back and see tliat 
Antarian, a man whom hideous evolutionary 
changes had perhaps already made inhuman, 
waiting upon the lead tablet his tragic record of the 
awful fate of his people. 

Captain Future broke the silence. "So that is the 
reason for the unprecedentedly weird animal and 
plant life of tins planetoid! Out there in the abyss, it 
passed through a region of radiation that caused 
nightmare evolutionary change in every species." 

"What do you suppose became of the people 
who had been human?" Joan whispered. 

"They must have perished entirely," said the 
Brain. "No doubt despite their attempts to protect 
themselves, they finally succumbed to the hypnotic 
attacks of the new species, whom we call the 
Dwellers." 

Otlio voiced an urgent question. "That's what I'm 
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most interested in the Dwellers. Doesn't the 
inscription, tell just what they are?" 

"Yes, if we knew that, we could hunt the devils 
out and destroy them," put in Kim Ivan. 

"The inscription does not help us much there," 
denied the Brain. "It names the species who 
evolved into the Dwellers. But their scientific name 
for that and other species is meaningless to us. 
There's no way I can translate their scientific terms 
or: proper names. " 

"Try it anyway, Simon," urged Curt Newton. 
"Our safety depends on it. Until we have some idea 
what and where the Dwellers are, we're helpless, to 
do anytlnng against mem." 

Ezra Gurney made an emphatic assertion. "That 
inscription just proves what I said before ~ that the 
Dwellers are none other than the Cubics. It's clear 
as daylight. One o' the animal species here evolved 
into them little cubic monsters, whose group-minds 
are strong enough to cany out those telepathic 
attacks." 

"I still can't believe that the Cubics, are the 
Dwellers," Curt demurred "They just don't appear 
to be of high enough intelligence. But if Simon can 
translate the gaps in the inscription, it will give us a 
clear clue to the Dwellers. Then we can act." 

"I will try, but I am not too optimistic of 
success," rasped the Brain "I know almost nothing 
of the scientific terminology of the Antarian 
language." 

"What are we going to do in th meantime?" 
demanded Boraboll. 

Captain Future reassured him. "We'll fix up an 
alarm-signal around the whole stockade Then if the 
Dwellers get a mental grip on any of us and try to 
draw us out, there'll be an alarm that will rouse the 
others. " 

That promise placated tire uneasy castaways a 
little. Curt Newton worked hastily to arrange the 
alarm, grudging the time spent upon it. 

He devised a strong cord of vegetable fibers, 
which was so looped around tire inside of tire 
stockade that anyone touching it would sound a 
clamorous copper gong to which tire cord was 
attached. 

"That will keep anyone from being drawn out 
over the wall," he pointed out. "And tire gate is 
guarded at night. Now, back to work!" 

ALL that day, Captain Future kept .tire 
others so busy that they had no time to 



think of the Dwellers. They finished their battery of 
six cyclotrons, and started tire rigging of several 
atomic smelters. 

The smelters were big inertron crucibles into 
which large amounts of ore could be shoveled. A 
stream of atomic energy brought through inertron 
pipes to each smelter would burn out tire mineral 
impurities and permit the molten refined metal 
which remained to be suitably alloyed and rim off 
into casting- molds. 

"Twenty-two days ~ we're behind schedule," 
sweated Curt Newton that evening. "We should be 
casting beams and plates by now. We've got to 
speed up somehow." 

Weary as the mutineers were that night from 
their toil in the ore-diggings, few of them slept. 
Their fear of the Dwellers was too great. They sat 
in close groups around the fire, listening nervously 
for tire alarm that would signify that tire mysterious 
enemy had hypnotically seized one of them and was 
drawing him out of tire camp. 

But the alarm did not come. And morning found 
none of them missing. It reassured the men a little, 
though some contended that the Dwellers had not 
struck simply because they had been wakeful. The 
hypnotic attacks had always been made upon 
sleeping men. 

The atomic smelters were finished this day. 
During his work upon the smelters, Captain Future 
had detailed McClinton and Grag to a special job. 
This was the construction of several veiy small 
cyclotrons which could be used to power such 
portable tools as atomic welders. They would be 
neces-aiy for tire fabrication of tire ship. 

"We've g-g-got tire welders about ready," 
McClinton reported to Curt that afternoon. "How 
are you c-c-coming?" 

Captain Future straightened and mopped his 
brow. He was grimy, sweating., haggard-looking 
from the chiving toil. 

"We're ready to cast the keel-beam now," he 
said. "Otlro and I have been preparing the mold." 

The mutineers, returning in troops from their 
day's mining and dragging with them their rough 
sledges laden with beryllium and chromium ores, 
came flocking through the sunset to witness the 
operation. 

Curt and the Brain had already sketched detailed 
plans for their projected space ship, working at 
night by firelight to draw their designs on thin 
sheets of lead. They had designed the simplest and 
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smallest ship that would serve their need. And they 
had carefully planned so that it would require but 
few different sizes of beams., plates and stmts. 

The molds for the beams had been accurately 
fabricated from a perdurable cement made of 
certain rocks ground to powder. To the biggest of 
these molds was now connected the inertron spout 
of the big atomic smelter, which at this moment 
throb- bed with power. 

"The alloy should be thorouglily compounded by 
now," Curt Newton declared. "Start her pouring, 
Otho." 

Otlro opened the spout-valve. From the spout, a 
dazzling stream of molten beryllium alloy poured 
into the long cement mold. 

A cheer went up from ragged band who had 
gathered to watch. 

"Now we're getting somewhere!" Kim Ivan 
exclaimed. "We'll soon have a ship to take us off 
this cursed world, now we've cast the keel. " 

"In h-honor of this occasion, t-tonight I'll eat the 
last of my p-prunes," George McClmton declared. 
"I've been s-saving them." 

Captain Future himself was perhaps the least 
excited of them all. He knew only too well the vast 
amount of work still to be done in short time. 

He turned, looking for Joan. And he was 
surprised not to find her. Everyone else was 
present, and the stockade gate had been closed for 
the night. 

"Where's Joan?" he asked McClinton sharply. 

The spectacled engineer looked startled. "Why, I 
d-don't know. Come to t-think of it, I haven't seen 
her for s-several horns." 

Without a word. Captain Future started a rapid 
search of the encampment. By the time he had 
finished, night was falling. 

"She's not anywhere in the camp!" he exclaimed 
worriedly. "And Ezra Gumey is missing, too!" 



CHAPTER XIV 



Ridik* qftlu>Jt:U£h> 




EZRA GURNEY had sat 
all morning brooding over a 
plan which had taken shape 
in Ms mind. Finally in mid- 
afternoon, tire old marshal 
had risen decisively to his 
feet. 

"I'll do it!" he muttered 
resolutely. "No matter what 
Cap'n Future says, I'm sure 
I'm right." 

The old Planet Patiol 
veteran was used to action. 
Ezra had spent more than forty years out in the 
great spaces and wild worlds. He had fought space- 
pirates in the old lawless days, had brought order to 
raw boom-towns on the interplanetary frontier, and 
was now the oldest and most experienced officer in 
the Patiol. 

But Ezra was a fighter, not a scientist, and thus 
could be of no aid to the Futui emen in planning and 
building the new ship. And Curt had tactfully 
suggested that tire work of mining ore or foraging 
in the jungle would be too arduous for him, and had 
requested that he spend his days in seeing to it that 
there were no dissensions or fights in the camp. 

"Too old, that's what he thinks of me!" snorted 
Ezra disgustedly. "Me, that could still show these 
young kiwis somethin' in a scrap." 

His iron-gray hair almost bristled with, 
indignation, and his keen, faded line eyes snapped. 

"Maybe he flunks I'm so old I got softenin' of the 
brain, too," growled Ezra. "Maybe that's why he 
won't listen when I tell him that them Cubics are 
the Dwellers. I guess at that, he don't want to spare 
time now to reconnoiter the Cubics. Time is all / 
have. I'm gain' out there and scout tire critters 
myself! " 

His decision made, the old marshal proceeded to 
put it into effect. 

Grabo and tire other foragers had reported that 
each time they had glimpsed any Cubics, the little 
creaures were going to or coming from the 
northwest. It was logical to assume that their 
community lay somewhere in that direction. 

Aimed with a steel bush-knife forged for 
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Grabo's gang, he entered the green gloom of the 
weird forest and made his way in a northwestward 
direction. The great tree-ferns looming around him, 
and tire other grotesque trees and shrubs, made an 
unearthly vista. He wondered, fleetingly, why tire 
jungle contained no huge cacti like those at the 
camp. 

After a few moments of travel, he suddenly 
stopped. There had reached his ears a clear' call 
from behind him 

"Ezra! Wait!" 

He recognized Joan Randall's voice. .And the old 
marshal's wrinkled face expressed dismay. 

"That danged girl! She saw me leavin' the camp 
and she's run after me to stop me. Treatin' me like I 
was a m'away child!" 

Indignantly, he decided that he would not argue 
with Joan. He would simply slip out of sight until 
she had given up hunting him. 

With that idea in mind. Ezra hastily melted back 
into tire jungle and sought concealment inside the 
thick foliage of a grotesque, towering shrub whose 
green limbs drooped limply like those of a 
weeping-willow. 

Those drooping limbs suddenly came to life! 
They wrapped themselves around Ezra and began 
drawing the old veteran into the shrub. 

"What the devil!" swore Ezra startiedly. 

He slashed hastily with his bush-knife. Swearing 
and sputtering with rage, he hacked through one 
after another of the clutching tendrils. 

It took him several minutes to free himself. He 
finally was able to tear loose from the grip of the 
tiring, and stood puffing some distance away. 

YOU SEE what happens to you when you 
come slipping out here by yourself!" 
accused a clear, stem voice. 

Joan Randall had been attracted by the sound of 
struggle. She stood, her hands on her hips, eyeing 
him severely. 

"You were starting out to find tire Cubics," she 
went on. "You've been wanting to for days. It's a 
good tiring I saw you slipping out of camp." 

"You wouldn't have caught up to me if that 
danged snaky bush hadn't .grabbed me." Ezra 
sputtered. "Blast me if I ever saw such queer, evil 
plant-life as this world has! From tire big tangle- 
trees down to them nasty shrubs, most of the plants 
here seem to prey on animals. " 

"It's what you get for sneaking out this way," 



Joan retorted unsympathetically. "I'm not going to 
let you go any farther." 

"Now, Joan, listen," wheedled tire old veteran. 
"I'm doin' this for Cap'n Future's sake. It's to help 
him that I want to investigate tire Cubics." 

Joan's pretty face was serious as she considered 
this. Her brown eyes looked thoughtfully at him. 

"You're right, Ezra. We'll go out together and 
see what we can learn about tire Cubics. " 

Ezra's brief feeling of triumph turned to dismay. 
"But you can't come along with me, Joan! Curt 
would never forgive me if I took you." 

"Either I go with you, or you don't go at all," tire 
girl said firmly. "Try to go on without me, and I'll 
shout." 

"Oh, dang all mule-headed women!" muttered 
the old marshal. "They haven't got any business out 
in space. When I was a youngster, women stayed on 
Earth and didn't go galhvantin' all over creation. All 
right, come on. " 

They started together through the jungle, 
threading their way through the more open glades 
in a northwest- ward direction. 

"Grabo an' tire others said every time they saw 
the Cubics, tire critters were comin' from or goin' in 
this direction," Ezra explained. "They didn't think 
tire firings could live very far from here." 

"I hope not," said Joan a little anxiously. "We 
haven't many horns of daylight left." 

Ezra used Iris bush-knife to hack a way through 
thickets of vegetation around which they could not 
detour. But they were careful to avoid all tangle- 
trees and other similar carnivorous forms of plant- 
life with which the old marshal had so lately had 
his upsetting experience. 

"Blast me if I don't think the plants on this world 
have more strength and intelligence than the 
animals," declared Ezra. "The way some of them 
growths try to grab a person is uncanny. " 

"The Brain says that all this unprecedented 
evolution of plant-life is due to the burst of 
accelerated evolution when Astarfall passed 
through that realm of cosmic radiation," Joan told 
him. 

"Maybe so, but it still seems creepy and 
unnatural to me," grunted the old veteran. 

They went on for mile after mile, while the 
shafts of pale sunlights that struck through the 
weird forest slanted more and more toward tire 
horizon. They were by now penetrating into 
completely unexplored jungle. For Grabo and his 
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foraging parties had been too engrossed by the 
difficult task of gathering sufficient food to do any 
unnecessary exploring. 

THEY had kept an aleit eye out for the 
Cubics, but had so far seen none of the 
strange creatures. The only animal life they had 
encountered were a few of the rodent-like animals 
darting away in the thickets and a number of tire 
bat-winged., featherless birds flying overhead. 

Suddenly they struck a hard-packed, beaten hail 
that led due westward through the jungle. Ezra and 
Joan stopped, amazed. 

"Wiry, tire Cubics must have made this path!" 
tire girl exclaimed. "You remember that Otho said 
tire creatures seemed to be in tire habit of mining 
'nd taking away ore from the volcanic area east of 
here? This must be the path they use." 

"If that's so this path would lead us light to the 
home or community of the Cubics!" Ezra said 
excitedly. "Now we're gettin' somewhere." 

Joan hesitated. The Sun was now sinking toward 
tire horizon and the feeble daylight of the jungle 
was darkening into a somber dusk. 

"Perhaps we ought to turn back, and return 
tomorrow," she suggested. "It'll soon be night." 

"Turn back when we're this close?" Ezra scoffed. 
"Besides, night is when we want to watch the 
Cubics. If they're the Dwellers, it's at night that they 
somehow make those telepathic attacks on our 
camp. " 

The reminder of those dreaded hypnotic attacks 
was one not calculated to reassure the girl. But Joan 
had courage, and she saw tire logic in Ezra's 
argument. Without further objection, she 
accompanied him onward. 

Their progress was now much more rapid, for 
they were now following the beaten path. It ran due 
west except at places where it swerved aside to 
avoid a clump of tangle-trees or other dangerous 
vegetation. Those alien growths loomed dark and 
for- bidding in the gathering dusk. 

Star's were peeping forth in the darkening sky. 
Far behind them, the heavens were lighted by the 
quivering red glow of the smoking volcanoes. 
Presently Ezra and Joan heard a low, persistent 
sound from ahead. It sounded like the clash and 
clatter of many hammers beating upon rock. 

"Must be tire Cubics," Ezra said in a low voice. 
"But what're they doin' to make that sound?" 

"I don't know," answered the girl bewildered!}'. 



"We're very near." 

They went with much more care, following the 
path but ready to dart off it into the thickets at any 
alarm. The din ahead came louder to their ears. 
Then they came abruptly into full view of an 
amazing spectacle. 

The path debouched ahead of them into a broad, 
flat dealing. This open plain contained the little 
city of the Cubics. 

It was one of the strangest communities upon 
which human eye had ever looked. There were 
several scores of small buildings, built and arranged 
with mathematical precision. They looked like 
stone beehives, each having only a single opening. 
They were ranged in concentric circles. 

Hundreds upon hundreds of the Cubics were 
visible in this weird little city. The little cube- 
shaped creatines were engaged in bewildering, 
activity. With their queer faculty of combination, 
they were gathered into many different figures that 
engaged upon several inexplicable tasks. 

There was a row of grotesque, four-armed 
figures twice tire height of a man. They were 
engaged in hammering anil splitting chunks of rock, 
using harder masses of rock for hammers. There 
were other figures like huge centipedes, who 
carried the shattered rock away and sorted its 
pieces. 

And each of those big, grotesque figures was 
composed of scores of tire little Cubics! An aim of 
one of tire hammers might be made up of ten 
separate Cubics, hooked together. Joan and Ezra 
could plainly see the tiny, twinkling eyes and 
mouths in the faces of those constituent cubes. 

"Why, this is crazy! " muttered Ezra. "Why in the 
name o' the Sun are they workin' so hard, crushin' 
that rock?" 

"They're crushing the metallic ores out of it," 
Joan said quickly. "Look ~ the centipede-ones take 
the metal back to those big heaps." 

EZRA'S eyes traveled in tire direction she 
indicated. Behind the little Cubic city there 
loomed colossal heaps of small fragments, heaps 
big as small hills. The fragments were of metal 
ingots or rich ore. 

"Why they must have been laborin' like this for 
centimes to amass all that metal ore!" gasped the 
old marshal. "There's millions of pounds of it, and 
it looks like it had been gatheiin' there for ages." 
He was stunned by the riddle of tire Cubics' 
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tremendous toil. Then a thought occurred to him. 

"Maybe this is the answer, Joan. If these Cubics 
are the Dwellers, maybe they've been attackih us 
telepathically because we've been minin' metal. It 
seems like these critters are crazy on minin' ore 
themselves." 

"That might be the answer," Joan admitted in a 
whisper. "Let's take a closer look at those big ore- 
heaps. We can circle around nearer." 

She and the old marshal started skirting around 
the clearing to approach nearer that side of it on 
which the vast heaps of ore towered. They moved 
with extreme care in the dark jungle, to make no 
sound. 

Joan was in the lead. Ezra suddenly descried a 
snaky movement as of tentacles in the thick foliage 
just ahead of her. 

"Look out, Joan ~ you're walking into a tangle- 
tree!" he shouted warning. 

The girl recoiled in time. But next moment they 
both realized with dismay that the clatter of the 
Cubics' activity had suddenly halted. 

"They heard me!" Ezra groaned. "We got to beat 
it out of here on full-rockers!" 

They scrambled back toward the path and started 
a hasty retreat away from the Cubic City. But it was 
too late. 

Cubics who formed big centipedal figures were 
already racing along the path after them. In an 
instant they had overtaken and surrounded tire old 
veteran and the girl. 

Before the bonified eyes of Joan and Ezra, tire 
Cubics who formed those figures abruptly shifted 
into new, towering formations. They became giant, 
semi-human shapes who advanced on the two 
humans with clutching amis. 



CHAPTER XV 



Secret of the Cubics 




NO SOONER had 
'aptain Future discovered 
lie absence of Ezra and 
oan from the camp, than 
re realized that it had but 
ne logical explanation. 
Ezra's slipped off to spy 
the Cubics!" he 
EXclairned, "He's been 
anting to for days. He 
ithinks they're the 
^Dwellers." 

-b-but I\ 1-m- miss 
Randall " asked George McChnton anxiously. 

McChnton's deep solicitude for Joan's safety 
was obvious — as obvious as the shy, whole-souled 
admiration which the stuttering engineer had shown 
for the girl agent since the beginning of the 
ViMcan's voyage. 

" Joan would go after him if she saw him leaving 
camp." Curt guessed. "But I would have thought 
she'd have brought him back by now." 

"Ezra can be plenty mule-headed when he gets 
an idea into his head," reminded Ofho. "He 
probably insisted on going on. and she went along! " 

Curt was thorouglily alarmed. Night was already 
falling upon the jungle. He knew from experience 
what uncanny dangers it contained. 

"Otho, Grag — get picks for weapon and come 
on!" he said swiftly. "We're going after them, and 
quickly." 

He was himself grabbing up one of tire steel 
bars. They hastened toward the gate of the 
stockade, and found that others had come with 
them. 

Grabo, the Jovian mutineer, was one of them. "I 
blow a path in there that. I think leads toward the 
Cubics." he said. "I'll go along and show you." 

"And I'm g-g-going, too." George McChnton 
insisted. 

Kim Ivan was already opening the gate of the 
stockade, and the big Martian pirate swung along 
with them as they rapidly entered the jungle. 

Grabo led the way through th:e dark fern- forest, 
avoiding tangle-trees and other dangers whose 
location he knew. They soon reached the path. 
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"We never followed it very far, but we've seen 
tire Cubics using it," tire Jovian informed. 

"Here's a fresh slash by a bush- knife," called 
Otho, bending over a hacked vine that had until 
recently lain across the path. "Ezra and Joan must 
have gone this way, all right." 

Curt's anxiety mounted by the minute as they 
hurried westward along that beaten trail. 

"Barging off into this jungle by night, as though 
she was strolling around in a Venusian park!" he 
exclaimed. 

"Listen!" said Grag suddenly, after they had 
traveled some miles. 

The super- sensitive microphonic ears of the 
robot could pick up sounds no one else could hear. 
Grag stood, a towering, gleaming silhouette in the 
starlight, motionless and listening. 

"I can hear a lot of activity from somewhere far 
ahead," finally reported the robot. "It sounds like 
rock being shattered. " 

"You're crazy!" Otho jeered. "Who the devil 
would be pounding up rock here in the jungle?" 

"The Cubics wouldn't be ~ or would they?" Kim 
Ivan wondered. "Come to think of it, they're always 
carrying rock when you see them. " 

Captain Future imperatively enjoined silence, 
and led the way on along the path toward tire west. 
Presently he and the others could also hear the 
distant sound of clashing rock that had reached 
Grag's ear's. 

A FEW minutes later found them crouching 
at tire edge of the jungle and looking out at 
tire starlit little city of the Cubics, with in- 
credulous astonishment. The stone beehive 
structures, the hordes of Cubics engaged in 
crushing rock ores, tire toweling heaps of crushed 
ore behind the village, all stunned them as they had 
so recently dumfounded Ezra and Joan. 

"Wiry, those Cubics are grinding out ore!" Otho 
gasped. "And look, when they get it crushed out, 
they simply cany it over to those big heaps and 
dump, and then go get more. They're balmy as 
Martian fool-monkeys!" 

"I'll be blasted!" Kim Ivan was swearing in a 
whisper. "Why would tire little creatures crush out 
all that ore when they haven't any use for it?" 

"I see Joan and Ezra!" Grag announced. "Look, 
Chietl " 

With sharp relief. Curt Newton perceived that 
Joan and Ezra were sitting on the ground in front of 



one of tire little stone beehive buildings. A ling of 
Cubics surrounded them, guarding them. 
Obviously, tire Cubics had taken the girl and the old 
marshal prisoner but had not banned them. 

"They've not been hint," exclaimed Otho in a 
low voice. "Now all we've got to do is to crash in 
there and bring them out." 

The android raised his steel weapon, as he and 
Grag and tire others prepared to follow Captain 
Future in a sortie into the community. "Wait a 
minute," ordered Curt Newton. There was a 
strange, frozen look on his face. 

Curt's eyes had been traveling over that bustling, 
inexplicable scene. And a possible explanation of it 
had entered his mind, one whose implications were 
paralyzing. 

The possibility that had occurred to him sent 
through him an icy honor such as he had almost 
never before experienced. He seemed to see behind 
this half-comic, purposeless activity' of tire Cubics, 
a ghastly story. 

"Good God!" he choked. "If I'm right, we're 
looking at the most awful scene our eyes have ever 
rested on. " 

"Chief, what are you talking about?" whispered 
Otho. "I can't see anything awful about those 
Cubics breaking up ore for metal they don't know 
how to use. It seems funny, to me." 

"Yes, and look at the big heaps of it they've piled 
up," chuckled Kim Ivan. "They must have been 
doing this for hundreds of years." 

"Yes, for hundreds of years," muttered Captain 
Future. His face was pale in tire starlight. "For 
hundreds of years." 

They stared at him, completely perplexed by the 
emotion of honor that seemed to have 
overwhelmed him. 

"Listen," he said after a moment. "If my guess is 
right, we won't have to fight these Cubics to get 
Ezra and Joan away. I want you to refrain from 
making a single hostile move toward them when we 
go out there. Let me talk to them. " 

"Talk to them?" echoed Otho incredulously. 
"But they won't understand you. They're only queer, 
clever little animals." 

"Maybe they will understand me," Captain 
Future muttered. "Though I almost hope they 
don't. " 

Completely without understanding, the four 
followed him out of the jungle as he stepped 
straight into the starlight of tire open clearing. 
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Instantly they were glimpsed by the Cubics. At 
once the noisy crushing and carrying of ore was 
broken off, and the creatures came gliding toward 
the five newcomers. 

They approached menacingly, in the form of 
huge, semi-manlike figures with upraised, 
threatening arms. Curt Newton waited until they 
were quite near, and then he spoke loudly to them. 
He used a queer language. 

The Cubics stopped short! They froze where 
they were, every eye of the grotesque little cubical 
creatures staring at Captain Future. 

"What's he saying?" murmured Kim Ivan 
wonderingly. 

"He's talking to them in tire Antarian tongue!" 
Otho said dmnbfoundedly. "I don't get it." 

BUT Captain Future's speech seemed to be 
having a paralyzing effect upon the 
Cubics. Curt was saying to them, in tire Antarian 
language: 

"We come from the home world, from Antares. " 

He waited. Had his appalling guess been right? 
It seemed that it had, for tire Cubics were now 
betraying the wildest excitement. 

The creatures had not the intelligence or 
memory to understand the meaning of his vsords. 
Curt divined. But the language in which he spoke 
was striking some deep, buried chord of memory in 
their queer minds. 

For tire creatures had broken up their menacing 
formations and were rushing forward and swarming 
around Curt in a swarm of swilling cubical bodies. 
Their little eyes were fixed upon his face, and from 
their tiny mouths came little, piping sounds 
indicative of immense excitement. 

Captain Future advanced toward tire little city, 
with Otho and the others amazedly following. The 
Cubics continued to swarm around Curt eagerly. 
All work had ceased, and every Cubic was 
gathering. 

Joan and Ezra saw them coming. Relief and 
astonishment were both in tire girl's face as she 
greeted Captain Future. 

"Curt, how did you win over the Cubics? They 
took us prisoner and they've been holding us here." 

" Joan, you and Ezra speak to tire Cubics," he 
ordered. "Say a few words to them in Antarian. 
You laiow I taught you a few phrases of it." 

Wonderingly, the old marshal and the girl agent 
obeyed. No sooner bad the words left their lips. 



than the attitude of their captors changed. The 
Cubics who had been guarding them now clamored 
pipingly around them as well as around Captain 
Future. 

"What in the name o' the Sun does it mean?" 
Ezra Gurney exclaimed. "How come just hearin' 
Antarian spoken has such an effect on these 
critters?" 

Curt answered solemnly "Because these Cubics 
are Antarians. At least, they're the remote 
descendants of human Antarians." 

It was too staggering a statement for the others 
to take in immediately. They looked 
uncomprehendingly at the weird little creatures 
swarming by the hundreds around them ~ the tiny 
cubical bodies, the queer, clawlike little limbs, the 
twinkling eyes and piping mouths. 

"These critters human once?" gasped Ezra, "you 
must be joldn'." 

Joan paled. That honor which had so shaken 
Curt Newton was invading her mind as she began 
to realize what he meant. 

"Oh, Curt, no! You can't mean that the human 
Antarians who once colonized Astarfall, who left 
that inscribed tablet, changed into — " 

"Into these Cubics, yes," Curt finished somberly. 
"W y e wondered what had become of those human 
colonists. Well, here they are." 

A stunned silence held his companions, while 
the unearthly little creatures continued their mad 
dance of excitement about them. 

"Every species of life upon this woildlet suffered 
tremendous evolutionary development when 
Astarfall passed long ago through that, region of 
cosmic radiation," Curt, continued. "But evolution 
can work in a dovjnward direction as well as an 
upward one. Some of the species on this world 
evolved upward, notably its plant-life. But others, 
like its human species, were subjected to a 
progressive degeneration by the mutational 
changes. 

"The Antarians here mutated gradually into 
unhuman form. We know from that inscription that 
it was so. They mutated into a form in which they 
had lost the intelligence and memory that had been 
theirs. Their former telepathic method of 
communication developed prodigiously, to 
compensate for the diminishing of their size and 
strength. By necessity, they developed an uncanny 
ability for physical and mental cooperation. That 
ability is all that has even kept them surviving. 
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when intelligence and size and strength were 
gradually lest." 

HORROR was on the face of every one of 
Captain Future's companions, now. The 
little Cubics were no longer comic, but tragic. 

These tiny, semi-intelligent creatines ~ the 
descendants of men! The ghastliness of it shook 
them all. 

"But why have they kept mining metals, all these 
centuries?" cried Kim I van. "They no longer have 
the intelligence to use it." 

"Racial memory," Curt answered somberly, 
"persists in a species long after intelligence is lost. 
In these Cubics has persisted the tradition of their 
human ancestors who upon this world mined metal 
which the ships of Airfares came to get." 

"Good God!" whispered George McClinton 
hoirifiedly " All these c-c-centmies, the c-creatures 
have been faithfully m-massing ores because of that 
tradition." 

Captain Future nodded. "That's why I spoke to 
them in the Antaiian tongue. I hoped it would strike 
a chord of racial memory. And it has. They have a 
dim idea that we are those who have come for their 
gathered metal." 

Tears glistened in Joan's eyes. There was 
something terribly poignant about the excited 
happiness of the simple little creatures swarming 
around them. 

The Cubics eagerly led Curt and his companions 
toward the giant ore-heaps behind their community. 
There was a quality of pride in their excited, 
meaningless piping. 

"There's almost all the metal here that we'll need 
for our slip," Cm! said aftr a quick examination of 
the great heaps. "Everything except calcium." 

"Blast it, why is it we can find eveiytliing on this 
world except the few pounds of calcium that are the 
most vital of all?" Otho muttered. 

"Say, this will save us the work of mining ores, 
if the Cubics will let us have what we need of these 
metal piles," Grag declared. 

Captain Future nodded. "And we need to save 
all the time we can, for we're far behind schedule 
on the ship. I'm sure they'll let us have it." 

He stepped forward, and gathered up an armful 
of sample chunks from the great pile of beryllium 
ores. Instantly, as though comprehending his 
purpose, the Cubics rushed forward toward that 
pile. 



The creatines swiftly formed themselved into 
several dozen of the big centipedal figures whose 
formation they took for carrying purposes. Other 
Cubics became octopoid figures who rapidly loaded 
tlie centipedal ones with masses of the beryllium 
ore. They they stood, eyeing Curt expectantly. 

"They're going to carry the stuff wherever we 
want it," Captain Future guessed. "Poor devils ~ 
they have some dim traditional notion that we've 
come in ships to this world to get it. " 

He and Joan and the others stalled back through 
tlie jungle, in the direction of the camp. Quickly the 
Cubics earning the masses of ore swung into tlie 
jungle behind them and followed them along the 
path. 

IT WAS a weird procession through the dark 
fem-forest, the eager piping of tlie Cubics 
sounding incessantly as they followed the humans. 

But when they were still a few miles from the 
camp, the attitude of tlie Cubics changed. They 
began to move more slowly, to show an extreme 
reluctance toward going farther in this direction. 
Finally they stopped altogether, putting down their 
loads and clustering with dismayed pipings around 
Captain Future. 

"They won't go any farther!' 1 said Otho 
smprisedly. "I wonder what they're afraid of?" 

"I believe," Curt said thoughtfully, "that they 
blow of something dangerous in the area in which 
our camp is located. That would explain why tlie 
Cubics have never come close to the camp. " 

"The Dwellers!" cried Kim Ivan. "Future, they're 
scared of the Dwelers!" 

"Say, that's right," Grag rambled. "We thought 
tlie Cubics might be tlie Dwellers, but we know 
now they're not. Who are the Dwellers, then?" 

"They're somewhere in tlie area around our 
camp, whoever they are," Curt Newton murmured. 
"If the Cubics could only tell us." 

He hied to get into intelligent communication 
with tlie little creatures. But it was impossible. 
Their only method of communication was the weird 
sixth-sense of cooperation by which they 
interlocked their own minds and bodies. Their 
piping sounds were utterly without meaning. 

The only definite filing that could be gathered 
from tlie actions of tlie Cubics was that tlie area 
around the castaways' camp held danger, and that 
tlie creatures would not enter it. And the creatures 
set up a distressed piping when Curt and his 
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comrades finally strode on and left them. 

"We can have our own men come this far and 
sledge that metal ore to camp," Curt planned as 
they went on. "And tire Cubics will let us have all 
the other ores we need from those great heaps. It'll 
save precious time!" 

Joan looked at him soberly. "When Astarfall is 
destroyed, those little creatures will all perish?" 

"Yes," said Captain Future heavily. "There's no 
possible way in which they could be saved. And 
would you want to keep alive those pitiful 
descendants of a once-human race?" 



CHAPTER XVI 



Dire Awakening 

UPON the next 
f morning, Curt's improvised 
organization began the 
(»work of casting the scores 
-of great beams that would 
Storm the frame of the ship. 
t'The atomic smelters 
throbbed and hummed, the 
jmolten alloy hissed into the 
Icement molds, the sliining 
„ beams were later broken 
n free of the molds and the 
k same routine was 
immediately repeated. 

During the next days, a mass of numbered 
beams and struts rapidly accumulated near tire 
toweling, giant cacti at the center of tire camp. Grag 
and McClinton operated the smelters under Curt 
Newton's direction, while Otho, Kim Ivan and most 
of the mutineers hauled the loads of ore to camp. 

The Brain still ranged out over the surface of 
Astarfall in vain search of calcium. So far, they had 
not found a grain of the vital catalyst. Arid so far, 
tire Brain had not been able to translate tire gaps in 
the ancient inscription, which might have given 
them a clue to the identity of the Dwellers. 

"The Dwellers are somewhere within a few 
miles of our camp," Curt reasoned. "We know that 
from the actions of the Cubics. But what and where 
are they? We've seen no creatures of high 
intelligence in all this area." 

"It's possible, I suppose," murmured the Brain, 




"that that fellow Bora boll's suggestion had truth in 
it, and that the Dwellers are subterranean or 
invisible creatures. Rollmgei's ravings indicate 
they're somewhere near." 

Captain Future shook his head wearily. "It's a 
hideous riddle. And two more men disappeared last 
night, despite our new system of guards." 

Curt had instituted a regime of guards designed 
to halt the disappearances. It was evident that the 
Dwellers only made their hypnotic attacks upon 
sleeping men. 

So Captain Future had posted guards over all the 
sleepers, each night. He had instructed them: "If 
you see any man get up and start sleep-walking, it 
means he's in the hypnotic grip of the Dwellers. But 
don't awaken firm,. Follow him.. " 

"Follow him?" the others had said startledly. 
"But the Dwellers will draw him right to them! " 

Curt nodded. "Which means that by following 
their victim, you'll be led right to the Dwellers 
themselves. At last we'll find out what they are and 
where they lurk, and can take measures against 
them." 

But here, again, the imeaithly cunning of tire 
mystery Dwellers showed itself. So long as Curt's 
guards remained wakeful and wa telling the sleeping 
men, not one hypnotic attack was made upon them. 

It was obvious that the Dwellers were aware of 
the watchers, and were too crafty to give 
themselves away by drawing victims to themselves 
while anyone was watching. 

"Anyway, it seems to have stopped the attacks 
and that's something," Captain Future said. "We 
need every man, now ! " 

For as these short days passed, the stark 
necessity of accelerating construction of the ship 
was terribly evident. Time was flying ~ and each 
day meant Astarfall was nearer to the System and to 
i 

Curt Newton soon began fitting the growing pile 
of beams into the framework of the ship. The stout 
metal girders, the curved ribs, were attached solidly 
to the massive keel by means of their atomic 
welders. The torpedo-shaped framework of the 
vessel took definite form. 

"Let's call it the Phoenix, " Joan suggested. "In a 
way, it's rising out of the ashes of the old Vulcan. " 

"We'll start tomorrow casting plates, and making 
the refractory alloy for the rocket-tubes," Captain 
Future said haggardly. "We've got to go faster than 
we have." 
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THAT night two men disappeared from 
camp. The Dwellers had struck again, 
dirt's alarm-signal around the stockade had failed. 
And his guards had failed, for they admitted they 
had slept. 

Cuit had not the heart to blame them, for the 
men were all now neaiing exhaustion. Yet their 
sleep had cost two lives, and had increased the 
terror of the Dwellers. Rollinger's shrieking was 
now incessant. 

"I'll watch tonight myself," Captain Future 
declared. 

All that day he sweated at the labor of producing 
the plates which would be welded onto the torpedo- 
like fr amework of the Phoenix. But he insisted on 
keeping his watch that night. 

"You're too exhausted yourself," Joan pleaded. 
"Grag or Simon — " 

"Grag is at the Cubics' city with the party 
transporting ore, and Simon is searching night and 
day for calcium," he answered. "I'll be all light." 

But for once. Captain Future had overestimated 
his iron strength Fagged by the superhuman strain 
under which he had been laboring, he fell asleep 
before midnight as he sat listening to John 
Rollinger's babbling. 

In his sleep, he dr eamed. He dreamed that out of 
depths of swirling darkness, a cold, vast, unseeable 
intelligence was approaching him. 

He felt the icy grip of it upon his dazed mind. 
And deep within Curt' s subconscious, an instinct 
shouted frantic warning. 

"The Dwellers ~ they're seizing you!" 

He knew in his subconscious that that was what 
was happening. But he could not wake, he could 
not struggle. The tremendous power of the hypnotic 
grip upon his slumbering mind and body was now 
complete. 

Curt dimly felt himself rising and moving 
forwar d. That helpless, unconquered comer of his 
mind told him that he was being drawn as a 
hypnotized victim toward the Dwellers. But still he 
could not wake nor do anything to break the hold of 
those vast, icy intelligences upon him. 

There came a sudden violent shock! Curt 
suddenly found himself lying on the ground, 
awake. 

He staggered to his feet. He had fallen to the 
ground near the pile of metal struts beyond which 
towered the giant cacti. And the ground was 



rocking and rolling violently under him like the 
waves of a sea. 

"My God! " choked Curt Newton. "The Dwellers, 
had me, but a sudden ground-quake knocked me 
awake and saved me." 

The quake was not subsiding. It was growing 
every minute more violent, and everyone in the 
camp was awakening in wild terror. 

They were all flung off their feet, onto the 
ground that rolled sickeningly under them with a 
dull, tremendous roar of diastropliism. The pile of 
metal stmts collapsed with a clatter. Cries of terror 
arose. 

"Keep your heads!" Captain Future shouted. "It's 
another quake." 

"Look!" screamed Boraboll, pointing wildly to 
the east. 

The sky there was blazing with fire. Up from the 
distant volcanoes were shooting huge geysers of 
flaming lava that painted the heavens crimson. 

Vast clouds of steam and smoke and ashes 
whirled up to veil that titanic eruption. The air was 
thick with sulphurous fumes, and hot ashes rattled 
down upon them as the ground quivered ever more 
wildly beneath them. 

"The end of this world has come already!" 
hoarsely yelled, a terror-stricken mutineer . 

THE darkness became Stygian as vast clouds 
of smoke from the erupting volcanoes 
filled the air. Winds were shrieking like fiends, and 
the sickening heave and fall of the solid ground 
beneath them continued. 

Choiring and gasping as he breathed the 
superheated, sulphurous fumes, Curt Newton 
stmggled to the side of Joan. 

"Lie down!" he yelled to her over the tumult. 
"This will soon pass." 

Grag's tremendous voice shouted through the 
infernal uproar. "Chief, the ship's framework is 
going to break loose! " 

A new and appalling sound had entered the 
symphony of destruction. It was the heavy rumbling 
and thumping of a great mass rocking on the 
ground. 

The heavy metal fiamewrk of the Phoenix was 
rocking wildly in its rough cradle as the quakes 
continued. It threatened to roll free entirely, to roll 
down the knoll and crush out their camp and 
themselves. 

"Get away!" shrieked a scared mutineer. "She'll 
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come loose on us any minute!" 

"No!" blared Captain Future's voice. "We've got 
to pin her dow ! Grag, get the sledges and some of 
the smaller beams for stakes! Otho, grab those 
sledge-cables and bring them!" 

Not even the terrifying nature of their situation 
could temper the instant loyalty and obedience of 
the Futuremen. The)' sprang to obey. 

And Curt found big Kim Ivan beside him as he 
ran to help Otho unfasten the tough, strong cables 
by which they had drawn the ore-sledges. 

"If she goes when we're beside her, we'll never 
see the Moon again!" gasped Otho as they ran 
toward the ship with the cables. 

Clang! Clang! Grag towered like an incredible 
metal giant in the storm, using the heaviest of the 
sledges to drive small, straight metal beams deep 
into the ground besrde the Phoenix. 

The torpedo-shape:d framework, upon which 
they had expended such tremendous toil and 
thought, was leaning toward them threatemngly 
with each new heave of the quake. If it broke loose, 
it would smash itself and them, too. 

Curt and Otho fumbled fiuiously in the darkness 
to tie their cables to the stakes and then to the lower 
beams of the frame. Kim Ivan had found a sledge 
and was helping Grag drive more stakes, while 
George McClinton had groped his way to them to 
help. 

"Tighten those cables! Put two more on each 
side!" Curt shouted. 

The framework was securely lashed down to the 
stakes. Now the tremors seemed subsiding a little. 
But now the buffeting winds were rising to a gale 
of hurricane force. 

For two hours, they all lay flat upon the ground 
while the raging gale swept over them. By tire end 
of that time, the quakes had ceased except for an 
occasional quiver. The disastrophic roar of slutting 
rock beneath had stopped, and the eruption of the 
volcanoes seemed lessening. 

DAWN came as the gale died down. The 
feeble, murky light disclosed a scene of 
destruction in their camp. The grimed, haggard 
castaways surveyed it in mute dismay. 

The fr amework of the Phoenix was undamaged, 
except for a bent beam which could soon be 
straightened. The huge barrel-like cacti still 
towered unharmed at the high central point of the 
clearing. But nearly eveiything else was wrecked. 



Most of the stockade was down, all the huts but one 
had collapsed, and their cyclotrons, tools and 
supplies were covered with debris. 

Captain Future discovered that none of them had 
been seriously injured, though there were many 
bruises and minor hurts. 

"By the Sun, I never thought I'd see another 
day," declared Kim Ivan feelingly. "I sure thought 
the cursed planetoid was cracking up." 

"This is a warning," Curt told them urgently. 
"We can expect more and heavier cataclysms as 
Astarfall draws nearer the System. This unstable 
little world is starting to respond to the 
gravitational perturbations that in a couple of weeks 
will shatter it completely." 

"Can we finish the Phoenix in time?" Joan asked 
breathlessly. 

"We've got to," Curt, said tightly. "And we've got 
to find the calcium which will enable us to operate 
it." 

He detailed a small number of the men to clear 
up the battered camp. The rest he drove throughout 
the day with unremitting energy. 

Grag and George McClinton straightened the 
few bent beams of the ship-fiame, by softening the 
metal with atomic welders and exerting pressure 
upon it with improvised jacks Meanwhile, Captain 
Future and Otho supervised the ceaseless operation 
of the big smelters. 

They toiled all tlirough that day casting the big 
beryllium alloy plates for the hull. The work parties 
of the mutineers brought constant new loads of ore 
upon their makeshift sledges. There was a quality 
of scared desperation in the way the convicts 
worked this day. They had been thoroughly 
impressed by the catastrophic outbreak of the night. 

The Brain, returning that evening from his 
ceaseless search for calcium, reported that the 
whole volcanic area was in violent activity. 

"New craters have broken out in the eastern 
section, and the Canyon of Chaos lias partly 
collapsed on itself and is now a large lake of lava, " 
he stated. 

Curt nodded grimly. "The increasing shocks are 
allowing the radioactive hellfire at Astarfall's core 
to gush to the surface. It'll get rapidly worse. But 
what about the calcium?" 

"Curtis, I haven't seen a sign of the element," 
Simon Wright confessed. "It and certain related 
elements like potassium and scandium just do not 
seem to exist upon this world." 
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"If we can only find a few pounds of the stuff, 
it'll be enough," Captain Future sweated. "Even a 
pound or so would at least allow us to use the eyes 
long enough to take off." 

That night Grag stood watch over the camp. But 
since the tireless robot could not alone keep watch 
over all the sleepers, young Rih Quili shared his 
guard. 

But the next morning Rih Quili himself was 
missing. It was tragically obvious that the 
Mercurian officer had fallen asleep and had been 
seized hypnotically by the Dwellers. 

Ezra Gumey raged. "I liked that, boy a lot! If 
ever I find out who the cursed Dwellers are, I'll ~ 
Cap'n Future, maybe them devilish tangle-trees are 
the Dwellers' 1 Maybe they're intelligent." 

CURT shook his head haggardly. "No, they 
can't be the Dwellers. I admit that plant-life 
on this world seems to have evolved further than on 
any planet I've ever visited. But the Cubics, who 
know more than we do, show no fear of tangle- 
trees. It is this region that they dread and refuse to 
approach." 

The other castaways were less stricken by the 
new disappearance than Curt had expected. Their 
fear of the Dwellers was still great, but even greater 
now was their tenor of the coming cataclysm. 

Through the next days. Captain Future drove the 
work around the clock. Their last two weeks were 
slipping rapidly away. .And the ominously 
increasing volcanic activity and recurrent tremors 
showed that the final catastrophe was near. 

They welded the big plates onto the framework 
of the Phoenix, joining each pfate to the next with 
the atomic welder to form an airtight joint 
Presently, the inner hull of the torpedo-like ship 
was all on. But they still must build on the outer 
hull. 

Captain Future put that work into the hands of 
Grag and Otho, who trained the mutineers and 
divided them into gangs that worked in successive 
shifts. Curt himself, with McClinton and Kim Ivan, 
toiled to melt sand and minerals into glassite for the 
portholes and bridge-windows, to cast the inertron 
rocket-tubes, and to fashion tight tanks for water 
and oxygen. 

Kim Ivan, mopping sweat from his brow and 
staggering from sixteen horns of unresting labor, 
found one consolation. 

"The only good thing about it is that now we're 



working day and night both, the cursed Dwellers 
have let us alone," panted the Martian. 

Curt nodded exhaustedly. "Tomorrow we'll 
install the cyclotrons in the ship, and fit the rocket- 
tubes. " 

"And then we'll be able to leave this cursed 
planetoid!" exclaimed Moremos forcibly. 

"Not until we find calcium," warned Captain 
Future. 

The venomous Venusian's dark eyes narrowed. 
"What do you mean — till we find calcium? I'm no 
engineer, but I've rocketed enough to know that a 
ship's eyes run' on copper fuel, and we've plenty of 
copper. In this emergency, we can take off without 
that catalyst you talk about, surely." 

"You're a f-f-fool, Moremos," said George 
McClinton emphatically. "Without the calcium 
catalyst, the released energy of c-copper would b- 
blow us sky-high." 



CHAPTER XVII 



M^F^^^H THAT mgllt came 

I^F JH&^^^'frightening series of sharp 
1B WE 3Ff_ j^vSk Shocks., like tremendous 
^^EL^"^^lS\'i glinnin ^ s underground The 
T & t &^&*M2r IPhoenix rocked in its cradle, 
L gSlTSyiS, ( *#w in ^ S rea t jets °f m ' e sn °t far' 
ijP^fi>yJ TBI H^HF 1 * m e heavens from the 
[neighboring volcanoes 
tilling them with brilliance. 

Joan Randall had 
incredible news for Curt 
pvhen he awakened after that 
night of fear. 

"John Rollinger has recovered his sanity!" she 
exclaimed. "I think the shocks last night somehow 
did it. He's asking for you." 

Curt went with her to tfie physicist, who all these 
days had been confined a babbling madman in one 
of the huts. Rollinger's spare face looked dazed but 
sane as he stared up at Curt. 

"Captain Future, they've told me what's 
happened," the physicist said hoarsely. "I can't seem 
to remember anything. Yet I'm clear enough in my 
mind now. " 

"Take it easy, Rollinger," Curt advised. "You've 
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had a wonderful recovery, but you'll relapse if you 
undergo any str ain now. I'll talk to you later . " 

At regular intervals throughout that day came 
tire ominous thunder -gunnings horn beneath round. 
There was something terrifying about their 
regularity. Yet the volcanoes seemed unusually 
quiet, not even smoke rising from them. 

Thoroughly frightened by these new 
developments, tire castaways worked furiously all 
through the day under Captain Future's direction. 
They hauled the six massive cyclotrons into the 
Phoenix, and bolted them fast. The fuel-feed and 
power -lead pipes were installed, the heavy rocket- 
tubes were screwed into place, tire hermetically 
tight space-door was hung. 

By sunset the men were dropping in their tr acks. 
The periodic sharp shocks had completely ceased 
two hours before. A dead, heavy hush reigned, and 
the air seemed thick and oppressive. Curt Newton's 
worn brown face was dripping with perspiration as 
he and McClinton and Otho staggered almost 
drunkenly out of the ship. 

"Now — the calcium," Curt panted. "We've less 
than five days in which to find it, or perish." 

McClinton' s face was hopeless. "The Brain has 
h-h-hunted all these weeks without finding a g- 
grain. " 

A wild yell interrupted them. It came from back 
inside the Phoenix, and was in Boraboll's voice. 

"Rollinger is wrecking the ship!" 

Curt lunged back into the vessel. John Rollinger 
towered in its eye-room, his face flaming as he 
battered with a heavy bar at the eyes. 

"Get him!" Curt yelled, plunging forward 
himself. 

The whirling bar sliced toward him in a blow 
meant to shatter his skull. He ducked under it and 
tackled Rollinger. 

The crazed scientist seemed to have the strength 
of ten men, and dirt's weary muscles could not 
hold him. But Grag and tire others were rushing 
forward. In a few moments, Rollinger was bound. 

Joan came running in to them, her face deathly 
white and a big bruise on her forehead. 

"It's my fault!" she sobbed. "He seemed so sane 
all day, that finally I untied his bonds as he asked. 
Then he struck me down and ran toward the ship." 

Rollinger was looking up at them with an 
expression of hatred and contempt upon his face. 
Then, abruptly, his face changed before their gaze. 

It distorted into what it had been before, the face 



of a madman. A stream of insane babblings fell 
from his lips. 

"They took my body!" whimpered the madman. 
"They guessed that you mean to escape from here-" 
He trailed off in unintelligible mouthing. 

"The Dwellers!" swore Otho. "They've always 
had a grip on Rollinger's shattered mind. And 
because they don't want their victims to leave here, 
they used him today to fry to wreck the ship." 

"Good God, what land of creatures are they that 
can use such diabolical methods of attack?" cried 
Boraboll, shaking wildly. 

"Take Rollinger back to his hut," Curt ordered. 
"He didn't have time to do any real damage. 
Though, in a few minutes more- -" 

The words were swept from his lips by a 
tremendous, booming sound that broke the heavy 
hush. The ship quivered suddenly in its cradle. 

A SHRILL yell from Ezra brought them 
tumbling out into the open. The ground 
was shuddering like a harp-string. The booming 
was increasing in volume and rapidity by the 
second. 

"The volcanoes are going to blow!" Curt 
shouted "Everybody get. --" 

For a second time he was interrupted. And this 
time tire interruption was an explosive detonation 
of such titanic magnitude as to stun them. 

They glimpsed tire crests of the distant volcanic 
range hurtling into tire sky in great masses of rock 
and lava. The whole top of the range had blown off 
Fiery lava raved up in spouting geysers, then was 
hidden by a tremendous wave of dark, smoky gases 
that puffed outward gigantically. 

"Into the ship!" Curt cried. "That burst of fumes 
will asphyxiate us all if it catches us!" 

They tumbled back into the ship, Grag dragging 
tire raving Rollinger in with them. Otho slammed 
shut the heavy door. 

It was not a moment too soon. The wave of 
poisonous fumes rolled over tire camp a minute 
later. Everytliing outside was blotted from sight by 
the swilling gases. 

Then the fumes began to thin. The Phoenix was 
still shuddering in its cradle. When the titanic burst 
of gases had been swept away, they staggered out 
of the vessel. 

They stood, appalled by what they saw. 
Innumerable colossal fountains of lava were 
pouring up fr om the shattered craters and chasms of 
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the neighboring volcanic area. And already a ten- 
foot crest of the flaming molten rock was rolling 
toward tire jungle and their camp. 

"That lava will wipe out everything here!" 
Moremos shouted. "Our only chance is to take off 
in the ship at once." 

"No!" Captain Future cried. "I tell you, we can't 
take off without calcium." 

"I don't believe you!" flamed the Venusian. 
"You're only stalling so that you and your friends 
can slip away in the ship and leave the rest of us 
here." 

"It's better to risk starting without the calcium 
than to stay here and be killed by the lava!" howled 
B or aboil. 

"Listen to me!" Curt Newton's voice rang out. 
"That lava may rollover the jmigle but it won't 
touch us yet, for our camp is built on this knoll. The 
lava may surround the knoll, but won't be high 
enough to cover it. There's still a chance to find the 
calcium. The Brain can still come and go even 
though the lava surrounds us. You've got to trust in 
me." 

"I'm with you. Future," said Kim Ivan promptly. 
"I think we're sunk, but we gave you a promise and 
we'll play it out to the end. " 

"Then get your men to work hauling everytlirng 
lip here to the liighest part of the knoll!" Cut 
exclaimed. "Put the ores, tools, food supplies, 
everytliing up here between the ship and those 
cacti. Otho, you and Ezra come with me and we'll 
see whether the lava can be deflected in any way. " 

Ezra Gumey and the android, as well as 
McClinton, raced beside Captain Future through 
the jungle toward the oncoming flaming tide. 

dut's eyes desperately studied the topography 
of the ground as they advanced. He was hoping that 
some fieak of the surface might enable them to 
build a temporary dam or wall to shunt the lava 
away from the knoll 

His hope died within him as they came closer to 
the advancing tide. The crimson-glowing wave was 
higher than a man, rolling forward with majestic 
slowness, hissing and crackling as it ate the jungle 
before it. 

"Holy sun-imps, nothing can deflect that!" ciied 
Otho. 

CRASH! The hollow sound of tire explosion 
came from the camp behind them. 
"That s-sounded like eyes exploding!" ciied 



McClinton. 

Curt whirled. "Good God, if those fools --" 

He didn't finish. He was already racing back 
toward the knoll. As he ran up its low slope, Kim 
Ivan and Joan and others came stumbling 
frantically to meet him. 

"The ship' 1 " ciied Captain Future. "Did 
Moremos --" 

"Yes, he did!" raged Kim Ivan. The big Martian 
was mad with wild anger. "When we others were 
hauling the stuff up out of danger, Moremos and 
Boraboll and a dozen other fools like them hied to 
take off in the Phoenix." 

Curt and the others came into sight of the ship. 
Air icy feeling of utter despair clutched at liis heart 
as he saw. 

The cyclotrons had exploded when copper fuel 
was released into atomic power without the 
inhibitory calcium catalyst to control tire violent 
energy. The explosion had rent a great hole in tire 
stern of the ship. 

The battered bodies of Moremos and Boraboll 
and others who had been with them in the cyc-room 
had been blown out of the gaping hole in the hull. 
Other stunned mutineers were staggering dazedly 
beside it. 

Ezra Gumey s voice was calm in despair. "So 
this is tire end. Well, we made a good try, didn't 

we?" 

Through murky veils of smoke and steam, the 
rising Sun looked down upon a world in dreadful 
travail. The whole surface of Astarfall was 
shuddering uneasily as tire little planetoid felt the 
increasing gravitational grip of the planetary system 
toward which it was rushing. The volcanic area was 
now a hell's-caldron of geysering lava, from which 
an angry red tide had crept out like an ominous blot 
over tire jungle for miles. 

Only tire rounded knoll still, rose above tire 
hissing lava flood which completely surrounded it. 
Upon this clear broil towered the stark, barrel- 
shaped forms of a score of grotesque., gigantic cacti. 
And near those monstrous growth bulked the 
metallic torpedo shape of the space ship around 
which less than fifty men were frantically laboring. 

"We've got tire first two eyes repaired," Crag 
reported to Captain Future as the red-headed 
planeteer came out of tire ship. "How about the 
hull?" 

"The inner hull is patched. We're still working 
on the outer one," Curt Newton panted. 
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He swayed a little from exhaustion as he stood, 
passing his hand wearily across his bloodshot eyes. 

For two days and nights of tenor, Captain Future 
had driven the survivors in this last burst of 
seemingly hopeless activity. It was he who had 
fought against the utter despair which had 
possessed them after the ill-starred attempt of 
Moremos and the others had crippled the Phoenix. 

".Are you going to stand here and fold your 
hands and wait to die?" Curt had lashed them. "Or 
are you going to keep fighting?" 

"What's the use. Future," said Kim Ivan 
hollowly. "The eyes are wrecked, and the hull torn 
open. And we've got only a few days left." 

"We can repair those eyes and the hull if we 
hurry," Curt had insisted. "The lava won't come up 
over this knoll for awhile." 

"Even if we do," Ezra muttered fatalistically, 
"we still can't get away without calcium. Look what 
happened when Moremos and the rest of them died 
it." 

"There's still a cliance that Simon will find 
calcium" Curt said. "A chance for life. Are you 
going to take it?" 

THEY looked at him, most of them, with 
faces sick with hopeless discouragement. " 
The Brain lias been looking for calcium all these 
weeks without finding it," said one mutineer. "He 
can't find it now in a couple of clays." 

"He may," Cm! stated, his face tightening. "And 
if he doesn't, we'll still get away. For I promise you 
that in that case, /will get the calcium." 
They star ed. 

"Curt, you can't be serious," protested Joan. "If 
the Brain can't find calcium on this world, where 
would you get it?" 

"I'll get it," Captain Future replied firmly. "I give 
you my solemn word that I will. And I never broke 
a promise in my life." 

A faint gleam of hope stirred upon the faces of 
the stricken castaways. There was no ground for 
hope except their belief in dirt's promise. Yet they 
clutched at this straw. 

'We'll have to bring the eyes out of the ship and 
repair their cracked jackets, "Captain Future was 
continuing rapidly. "Also, there'll be the job of 
repairing that hole in the hull, and the wrecked 
power and fiiel-pipes. Every minute counts, from 
now on! To work!" 

His indomitable resolution sparked the whole 



frenzied effort that followed. Every pair of hands 
was needed now. Joan helped with the others, 
dragging masses of ore toward the smelters to be 
used in repairing the eyes. 

The fearful disturbances were not dying down. 
Instead, they were becoming worse. Tremendous 
thunder of deep diastropliism continually shook the 
ground under their feet. Strangling fimies drifted 
over them, and then were torn away by the howling 
winds. 

The hissing lava flood was crawling toward 
them from the east. They could hear the ominous 
crackling and snapping as it rolled over the jungle 
and lapped around the slopes of their knoll. It soon 
completely surrounded the knoll. They were now 
flapped here. The space ship was their only possible 
way of escape! 

That did not apply to the Brain. Simon Wright 
could still fly out over the lava floor, and he did so 
agam and again in his quest. 

"Lad, I've been almost everywhere on this 
world," he reported to Curt that evening. "It's 
always the same. No calcium!" 

Cmt's face was dripping, his red hair disordered, 
his zipper-suit torn and soiled. He had been 
working on getting out the cyclotrons. 

"Keep at it, Simon," he urged tautly. "We don't 
need much calcium, remember. A few pounds 
would be enough. Even a pound to use as catalyst 
in one cyclotron would be at least enough to get the 
ship off Astarfall." 

The Brain looked at him closely. "If I don't find 
any, have you really a plan for getting calcium or 
was that promise of yours just a story to encourage 
the others?" 

"I have a way of getting a little calcium, enough 
to allow a take-off," Captain Future replied. "But I 
only want to use that, way if everything else fails." 

The Brain seemed startled, but Curt did not 
elucidate. He had already strode back to the work 
with the eyes. 

That night was a fearsome one. They had plenty 
of light by which to work, for the surrounding, 
glowing lava cast a lurid red glare. By that terrible 
illumination they toiled at the task of repairing the 
wrecked eyes. 

Before midnight a terrific electric storm raged 
across the doomed planetoid Blue lightning danced 
and flashed incessantly, and the bawling hubbub of 
thunder drowned the more ominous sound of 
seismic tremblings. Hot, hissing ram slashed down. 
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battering the half-blinded men. 

Throughout the next day, the seething lava crept 
slowly up the sides of the knoll. Curt and his toiling 
men scarcely glanced at that inching, threatening 
tide. They were becoming numb to danger. 

Late that afternoon, came two violent quakes. 
The Phoenix shifted dangerously in its cradle. .Arid 
the big atomic smelters were overturned, spilling 
molten metal that almost engulfed Curt and Grag 
standing nearby. 

"Get those smelters back up!" Captain Future 
shouted. "Move them into that little hollow near the 
cacti. They'll be better braced there." 

"This is a n-n-nightmare," George McCTmton 
stammered as he stained at the job with them. 
"We'll w-w- wake up back in the V- Vulcan. " 

Over tire din came the incessant, crazy shrieking 
of John Rollinger . "Masters, spare us! Do not slay 
us!" 

"He seems to think the Dwellers are causin' all 
this," Ezra Gumey said. "He's been prayin' to them 
all day." 

They got the smelters upright in the little hollow 
near' the towering cacti and soon had them in 
operation again. But then molds had been cracked 
by the quakes and had to be repaired before they 
could go on with the work of casting new jackets 
for the wrecked cyclotrons. 

Men dropped and lay unconscious, during the 
fearful hours of that night of labor. Joan, staggering 
herself from weakness and strain, worked to revive 
them. 



CHAPTER XVIII 



Supreme Sacrifice 

KIM IVAN was a tower 
f strength. The big Martian 
irate, his battered face 
imed and terrible, his eyes 
little wild, drove the 
\ faltering mutineers on 
whenever they showed signs 
H of halting work. 

'We may be outlaws and 
pirates, but we're fighters, 
aien't we?" roared the 
Martian, to them. "This is 




the biggest fight we ever had. Nobody is going to 
quit. There'll be no more traitors like Moremos. We 
shall work and survive together ~ or we shall die 
together!" 

They got the new jackets onto the eyes with 
tumbling hands. By morning they had moved the 
eyes back into the Phoenix and re-installed them. 

While McClinton superintended this, Curt and 
others wielded atomic welders to repair the rent in 
the hull. Curt had not slept for forty-eight horns. He 
was staggering when Joan came to him with food. 

"The job's almost done," he said thickly. 
"McClinton's hooking up the fiiel-pipes now. Has 
Simon come back?" 

The Brain had been gone all through the 
previous day and the night. 

"Not yet," Joan answered. "Oh, Curt, maybe he's 
been caught by one of the quakes when he was 
exploring for calcium." 

"He'll be back," Captain Future husked with 
unquenchable confidence. "Maybe his staying so 
long means that he has found calcium." 

There was suddenly a low moaning sound in the 
air. Winds and streamers of smoke whirled 
frightenedly fr om a dozen different directions. They 
felt a curious lightness on their feet, as though they 
were sinking. 

"Another quake!" Curt yelled warning. "Down, 
everybody! " 

They flattened themselves upon the ground just 
as the shock hit. The ground seemed to rise and 
sink beneath them with inconceivable rapidity, like 
an elevator alternately ascending and descending. 

A bursting, prolonged roar hit their ears. The 
Phoenix bounced up and down in its cradle, 
threatening to smash its keel by its own weight. 

"Gods of Mais, look at that " yelled Kim Ivan. 

Out there in the haze, miles away, whole new 
fiery mountains were rising majestically into being. 
The tortured throes of doomed Astarfall were 
budding up its crust. 

Tremendous explosions of steam veiled the 
distant spectacle of planetary chaos. A new, higher 
wave of lava came hissing across the smouldering 
crimson sea that surrounded the knoll. It splashed 
higher against the sides of their elevation, breaking 
in fiery spray. 

Choking from the fumes as he stumbled to his 
feet, Curt Newton saw vaguely that John Rollinger 
had escaped from his hut. The madman, lis bonds 
apparently snapped by that last shock, was praying 
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frenziedly upon Ms knees. 

"Masters, do not slay us! Spare us!" he was 
praying insanely to the Dwellers. 

CAPTAIN FUTURE, his brain rocking m 
tliis horn' of planetary doom, disregarded 
the madman. "He had glimpsed a wavering shape 
flying down through the smoke and steam. 
"It's Simon! " he shouted. "He's come back! " 
Buffeted about by tire howling currents of hot 
air, the Brain's glittering., transparent cube struggled 
down toward them. 

"The calcium?" cried Ezra Gumey to him. 
"I could not find any," said the Brain. He spoke 
as though with a great effort, his metallic voice 
hesitating and jerky. "There is no calcium." 

"Masters! Masters!" came Rollinger's wild, 
insane shriek of imploration in the stunned silence 
that followed Simon's fateful news. 

And Curt Newton suddenly noticed that, as he 
prayed, Rollinger was kneeling in front of the big 
clump of gigantic, barrel-shaped cacti. 

Blinding revelation clashed into Captain Future's 
brain. The veil was abruptly torn from the sinister 
mystery of the planetoid. 

"Good God!" he choked. "The Dwellers! I've 
found them out, at last!" The others looked at him, 
obviously believing that the superhuman strain had 
unseated his reason. 

Curt ran forward to tire nearest of tire giant cacti 
in front of which tire madman was kneeling. He 
laid his hand shakmgly upon the tinted, spineless 
side of that mighty' growth which towered high 
above him. 

"We've been blind," he choked. "We knew that 
plant life had been tremendously developed by tire 
burst of evolution through which Astarfall passed. 
W y e knew that the tangle-trees and other plants had 
developed tire power to prey upon and ingest living 
creatures. We should have known that plant 
intelligence would have been developed too by that 
evolutionary spurt!" 

A look of awe came on their faces. 

"What do you mean?" Kim Ivan asked huskily. 

"I mean that one species of the mutating plants 
of this world developed intelligence to tire point 
where it could use hypnotic mental power to draw 
its victims to it!" Captain Future cried. "I mean that 
these giant cacti are the Lhvellers!" 

"Cmt, look out!" screamed Joan 

An opening had suddenly appeared in the fluted 



side of the gigantic cactus-creature beside Cmt 
Newton. It was like a perpendicular, slitted mouth 
that suddenly yawned in the elastic fiber body of 
the tiring. 

Curt, off balance, was falling in toward tire 
hideous, yawning maw. By a superb effort, the 
Brain flashed through the air and thrust Captain 
Future aside. He fell sprawling a little beyond the 
plant-monster. 

The gaping slit-maw in the side of tire great 
growth instantly closed. 

"Name o' the Sun!" Ezra Gumey cried wildly. 
"All our men that disappeared ~ those tilings drew 
them to themselves and swallowed them! " 

".And all this time we've been hunting the 
Dwellers, they've been right here in our own 
camp!" Kim Ivan was saying dazedly. 

Curt snatched up one of tire heavy bush-knives. 
"Come on and help me!" he panted. "We're going to 
cut that creature open." 

"Cmt, there's no time for mere revenge on tire 
Dwellers," pleaded the Brain. 

"This is not just revenge," Captain Future 
flashed. "These plant-creatures are intelligent. If 
there's any calcium on this planetoid, they'll know 
of it. And we'll make this one tell where it is." 

THEY snatched up the heavy bush-knives 
and attacked the cactus- monster's mighty 
base. As they started slashing into the tough fiber, 
the hideous maw of tire tiring opened and closed in 
vain effort to snatch them. 

"Don't!" screamed Rollinger. "You are hurting 
tire Master. They will destroy us all!" 

Captain Future suddenly reeled as into his brain 
came tire impact of a raging telepathic attack. A 
furious thought-order to desist. 

The others felt that mental resistance of the 
Dweller, too. Kim Ivan cried out. 

"The tiling's fighting back telepatlucally! This is 
like a crazy dream. " 

"Keep at it!" pressed Curt. "We know tire 
Dwellers can't dominate us hypnotically when our 
conscious minds are awake. It can't stop us!" 

The ground under them was shuddering 
violently from new quakes, as they fiercely slashed 
deeper into the base of the monstrous growth. 

Ten feet in diameter was tire massive tiling, its 
outer skin of elastic plant- fiber shielding softer 
plant-tissues of pale white. Severed capillaries bled 
sticky sap in horrible imitation of a wounded 
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animal as they cut deeper. 

The hypnotic resistance of the Dweller was 
frantic, and their minds seemed clouded and 
chaotic. Yet it could not overcome them. They 
slashed ever deeper ~ and the whole towering, 
barrel-like mass of the creatine was finally cut 
through and toppled aside. 

Curt Newton slashed carefully down through the 
white fibrous tissues of the creature's base, until he 
uncovered that which he sought. 

"God, it's the tiling's brain!" choked Ezra 
Gumey. 

Deep within tire base of the giant plant-creature 
nestled a pink, convoluted mass of fiber. It pulsated 
and quivered with uncanny life. From it branched 
strange fibrous nerve-tendrils. 

Brain of tire Dweller! Brain of tire great plant 
whose species had been evolved toward high 
intelligence by that same burst of mutations which 
had caused tire degeneration of'the humans upon 
this planetoid! 

Cuit. Newton poised his heavy knife over that 
helpless, quivering plant-brain. And he thought to 
it, in a concentrated mental message. 

"I can kill you," Curt telepathed. "I will kill you. 
unless you give me infoimation I require." 

Back into his mind came tire quick telepathic 
reply of the Dweller. "What do you wish to know? " 

"I must know at once where upon this world we 
can procure a small quantity of calcium," Captain 
Future thought. "It is necessary to us if we are to 
escape from this doomed planetoid." 

The answering thought of the Dweller was 
sharply startled. "What ? Is it true that this world is 
doomed?" 

"It's starting to crack open now!" Curt answered. 
"The end is close at hand. Didn't you suspect that?" 

"No, for we Masters have not visual or tactile 
senses with which to observe," was tire reply. "We 
have noticed increasing tremblings of the ground, 
but had not thought that they implied a catastrophe 
to tire whole world. " 

The cold, uncannily alien thought of the Dweller 
continued broodingly. "So this is the end of our 
glorious, brief history! For centimes, we have been 
evolving to greater intelligence and mental power, 
since the first mutations chanced to change us in 
that direction. We have dreamed of making 
ourselves the mental masters of all this world, of 
growing to such power that we could send our 
thoughts far out into the universe to explore and 



learn. And now that dream is ended." 

There was an overtone of weird tragedy in tire 
tiling's brooding thoughts. But Curt. Newton 
desperately seized upon one possibility. 

YOU COULD still live if you tell , us where 
there is calcium," he thought, to the tiling. 
"We could take your plant-body or roots and brain 
with us in our ship. You could grow again upon 
another world." 

"It is impossible. Our bodies are so adapted to 
the chemical conditions of this planetoid that we 
could not live in a different habitat," answered the 
Dweller. "However, I would tell you where there 
was calcium if I could. I bear' you no ill will. It is 
fine that we were forced to catch and devour a 
number of your party, but you forced us to it by 
camping here. The small animals on which we 
formerly preyed would no longer approach this 
place with you here. And our bodies had to have tire 
animal food upon which we subsist." 

The Dweller continued his calm mental 
message. "But though I would help you if I could, I 
cannot. It is my belief that there is not, and Iras 
never been, a single atom of calcium on this 
world." 

Curt felt tire blood drain from his heart. "No 
calcium here at all? How can you know that, when 
you can neither see nor hear nor move? " 

The Dweller replied. "We long ago investigated 
tire history of this planetoid by probing the minds 
and knowledge of the degenerating human colonists 
here. We learned thus that this world was a moon in 
a planetary system whose sun was completely 
without calcium, potassium and several other 
elements. An atomic disintegration process similar 
to the carbon-nitrogen cycle had burned out all 
those elements before that sun ever gave birth to 
worlds." 

Captain Future tinned toward the others. He told 
them what he had just heard from the Dweller. 

"The Dweller is speaking the truth," said tire 
Brain gravely. "That explanation of why Astarfall is 
with- out calcium is scientifically probable. It 
explains the silicon structure of tire bones of tire 
jungle pigs." 

"Then ~ then it's all over for us?" Joan Randall 
whispered, her face very pale but her eyes fixed 
steadily on Curt. 

At that moment a violent new quake rocked 
them. They saw through the swirling haze that 
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immense new bulks of rock were rising with a 
prolonged, grating roar from the lava nearby. The 
knoll rose and fell beneath them like a cliip upon 
the sea. A new, higher wave of lava rolled its fiery 
crest toward them. 

"That new wave o' lava will cover the knoll!" 
yelled Ezr a Gurney. 

One of the mutineers clutched wildly at Captain 
Future's arm. "You promised that if everything else 
failed, you had a way to at least get the slup off this 
world!" 

Curt Newton's haggard face set, Ms lips 
tightening. The dreadful last expedient that he had 
kept in mind all these terrible days now stared him 
Ml in the face. 

He met it miflincliingly. He knew what he had to 
do ~ and there was small time left in which to do it. 

His voice rang like a trumpet through the din. 
"Into tire Phoenix, everybody. We're going to take 
off." 

"But, Chief!" expostulated Otho wildly. "You 
know that as soon as we start the eyes without the 
calcium catalyst, they'll blow again. " 

"I have enough calcium to act as catalyst for one 
cyclotron," Curt answered swiftly. "I didn't tell any 
of you, because I was hoping to get more. But one 
eye will be enough to get the ship off Astarfall." 

"It's raining fire! " screeched one of tire mutineers 
in tenor. 

A fiery sleet was indeed tailing upon them from 
tire smoke- dark eired heavens as the burning ashes 
of the latest continuing eruptions descended. 

THEY fought their way toward tire ship. 
Curt steadied Joan's staggering steps, and 
yelled for Grag to bring the shrieking Rollinger. 

Inside the Phoenix, he slammed shut the door to 
keep out tire wave of scorching, superheated air that 
was rolling up from the lava which now was 
advancing to wash over the knoll. 

"Up to the budge-deck, all of you! " he shouted. 
"There'll be less danger there if anything happens to 
the eyes." 

They slipped and tupped, for now the Phoenix 
was rocking wildly in its cradle. Cm! thrust Otho 
into the pilot-chair, in front of which were the 
space-stick, throttles and few simple instruments 
they had devised. 

"Otho, I want you to pilot the take- off," Captain 
Future ordered. "Now listen closely. I've only 
enough calcium cataylst for one cyclotron. I'll put it 



in the Number One eye. You must only use that one 
eye to power the take-off. And you must not let it 
run for more than a minute, for by the end of that 
time the cataylst will be used up. 

"In that minute," he told the android tensely, 
"you must get the ship off and start it in the 
direction of the System. Then cut the eye at once. 
But do not stait to take off, until ten minutes after I 
have gone down to the cyc-room to put in the 
catalyst." 

Otho nodded his head under standingly. "I get it, 
Chief. Ten minutes after you go down, I cut in the 
Number One eye, use its full power for one minute 
to get the slup off, and then cut it off again. " 

Curt Newton paused. His gray eyes bad a queer 
brilliance in them as he met the gaze of his three 
old comrades. 

"Simon - Grag - Otho ~ just in case anything 
should go wrong, I want to say that no man ever 
bad finer pals. I'm thinking of the old days on tire 
Moon, of all we four went through together. " 

It was a moment of tense emotion, and that 
emotion gripped Joan Randal as she clung to 
Captain Future. 

"Curt, do you think we're not going to make it? 
Is that why you're saying goodbye' 1 " 

"We'll make it — I'm sure we will," he told her 
earnestly. His eyes searched her face with strange 
wistfulness. He held her fiercely close, ldssed her, 
then turned abruptly away. "Remember, Otho ~ in 
ten minutes!" 

dirt's heart was bursting with overpowering 
emotion as he flung himself down the 
companionway and back to the cyc-room. 

George McClinton was there. McClinton 
hadjust unscrewed the heavy inertron top of tire 
massive Number One cyclotron. He clambered 
hastily down off tire towering cylinder as Curt, burst 
in. 

"McClinton, get up with the others!" Curt cried. 
"We're going to start, and I want everybody else up 
there out of harm's way." 

The lanky engineer showed no sign of obeying. 
He came toward Curt, a strange smile on his 
homely, spe tacled face. 

"No, Captain Future." It was odd that in this 
moment of superhuman strain his stammer finally 
left him. "I know what you're planning to do. I 
guessed it when you made that promise to the 
others. And I'm not going to let you do it. " 

His voice was deep as he told Curt, "You mean 
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too much to the System's future, to do this. And you 
mean too much to her. " 

There was a faraway tenderness that transfigured 
the engineer's homely face, as lie spoke of Joan. 

"But / don't mean much to tire System or 
anyone," George McChnton continued. "That's why 
I'm doing -- this! " 

The engineer's right hand flashed out as he 
spoke. He had a heavy wrench in that hand, and he 
aimed the unexpected blow at Curt Newton's head. 

Curt had no chance to dodge, so utterly 
unforeseen was tire attack. His skull rang, and he 
Sank unconscious. 



CHAPTER XIX 



The Call 

CAPTAIN FUTURE 
' struggled back to 
Iconsciousness a few minutes 
■later to hear' a bursting roar 
land feel a violent shock. H e 
■was pressed against the floor 
'by brief, terrific 
(acceleration. 

The sensation passed 
fewiftly. His head began to 
clear and he was able to 
■stagger to his feet. He 
llooked dazedly around. 
The Phoenix was out in space. Its cyclotron had 
operated for the brief, prearranged moment, and the 
short blast of power from its rocket-tubes had flung 
it out in the take-off.. It was rushing now toward 
the gleaming flecks of the Solar System. Astarfall 
was a smoky, fire-shot ball receding rapidly astern. 

Curt, looked wildly around the cyc-room. 
"McChnton!" 

There was no answer. The lanky chief engineer 
was gone. And Curt knew where he had gone. 

The Number One cyclotron was still hot from 
that moment of operation that had enabled them to 
take off. Cmt Newton bowed his head against the 
side of the eye, his face working. 

The others found hirn thus when they came 
down into the cyc-room. Their voices were ringing 
with excitement and hope, but they were startled 
into silence when Curt raised his head. 




Few men had ever seen tears in Captain Future's 
eyes. But they saw them now. 

"Chief, what is it?" Grag cried anxiously. 
"What's wrong?" 

Joan was looking puzzledly around. "Where's 
George McChnton? I thought he was down here." 

Curt pointed back toward space. His voice was 
choked. "McChnton is back there." 

They read tragedy in his face. "Curt, what do 
you mean?" 

"I mean that McChnton gave up his life to allow 
us to escape from Astarfall," Captain Future 
husked. "He supplied calcium to the Number One 
eye from the only possible source, the calcium of 
his own body's skeleton. 

"He knew the only possible source of calcium, 
since there was none on Astarfall, was in our own 
bodies. The average human body contains more 
than a pound of calcium. Enough to act as catalyst 
in a cyclotron for at least a minute! McChnton 
blew that, and gave himself so that we could 
escape!" 

"My God!" cried Ezra Gurney. "Do you mean 
that he --" 

Curt Newton nodded heavily. "Yes. McChnton 
got inside Number One eye. When it was turned on, 
the blast of atomic energy reduced his body to 
ashes. But in those ashes was enough calcium- 
catalyst to control the flow of energy and keep it 
from wrecking the eye during that minute. " 

He added, "He knew I'd have stopped him. He 
knocked me out; when I came down into the cyc- 
room. " 

Curt did not tell them, would never tell them, 
that he had himself had made desperate decision to 
sacrifice his own life in the same way rather than 
that they should all perish. But they all understood 
that now. And every surviving outlaw was 
humbled. 

"When you said good-by to us up in the bridge- 
room — " Joan began. Then, as her stricken eyes 
traveled from the silent cyclotron back to the vault 
of space behind the stem window, she began to sob 
wildly. 

"Oh, Cmt, that shy, stammering boy we all 
teased!" 

He held her, soothing her. He heard the calm 
voice of tlie Brain. 

"It was a fine tiling McChnton did. It is too bad 
that his sacrifice was probably all for nothing. " 

"What do you mean " cried Kim Ivan. "We're 
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clear of Astarfall." 

"Yes, and we are rushing toward the System," 
answered the Brain. "But we still have no calcium. 
We can 't operate the cyclotrons again. That means 
we can't change course to land on any planet. 
Unless we somehow get help, we'll fall helplessly 
through the System toward the Sun. " 

THEY looked at each other, stunned. In all 
their minds, the same terrible fact had 
become obvious. If they were to operate the 
cyclotrons again, another of them must die! 

Ezra Gurney yelled suddenly. "Look back there 
at Astarfall! She's goin'!" 

They crowded to tire windows. A we that made 
them forget their own deadly peril fell upon them at 
the spectacle of cosmic catastrophe they beheld. 

The little planetoid had entered its final 
convulsions. The veils of smoke and steam were 
momentarily torn from its surface, and they looked 
upon its appalling surface. 

Great rifts were opening in the crust of the 
worldlet, radiating outward like spreading cracks. 
Up from these rifts boiled the infernal core of the 
planetoid. Whole sections of the surface sank 
beneath tins bursting lava like ice-floes submerging 
beneath the sea. 

Wild streams of tire and steam shot for hundreds 
of miles out horn the surface. For several minutes, 
the geography of the flaming sphere was fluid and 
formless. Blue lightning wreathed the dying world. 

Astarfall exploded! As tire cloven crust let the 
hydrosphere into its interior fiery core, the resulting 
blast of expanding steam tore the crumbling 
planetoid into fragments that hurtled out in every 
direction. 

"She's gone!" cried Ezra hoarsely. "That was the 
end of her!" 

They heard the Brain's blooding voice. "The end 
of the pitiful history of the Cubics, and the strange 
dreams of tire Dwellers." 

"Some of those fragments are coming after us!" 
Kim Ivan exclaimed. " And we can't dodge 'em!" 

"We'll have to take our chance," Captain Future 
said tensely. 

The fragments of tire exploded planetoid were 
rushing after them with a speed that would soon 
overtake tire Phoenix. They waited tautly. 

They soon glimpsed jagged masses of rock 
whirling past nearby. Smaller debris struck against 
tire Phoenix' sides and stem with a rattling clatter 



that shook tire ship in every beam. Then it was soon 
over. 

"The inner hull wasn't holed by any of that 
debus." Giag soon reported. 

"Then that danger is past," said tire Brain. "But 
we'll soon be rushing into tire System. Our speed 
will accelerate by the horn' as we fall toward the 
Sun. What are we going to do?" 

Again their terrible dilemma faced them. 
Without calcium, they could not operate the eyes to 
reach any planet. And they had but one source of 
tire element, and that was their own bodies. 

Kim Ivan spoke up. "Captain Future, I've been 
thinking. It was your work and McC'hnton's 
sacrifice that saved me and my boys from that 
world's end. We owe you something for that. I 
propose that we boys draw lots among ourselves. " 

"Agreed! " roared tire voices of all the mutineers 
in chorus. 

"Oh, no!" Joan sobbed. "No more of us must die 
in that terrible way! Please.. Curt!" 

"We'll find another way," Captain Future 
promised. "We've got to ~ now. " 

He went up with them to tire bridge-room. The 
Phoenix' was rushing silently on. The Line, tire 
edge of the System, was not so far ahead. For the 
planetoid had been steadily approaching it during 
all these past weeks. 

The bright little disc of Pluto gleamed, ahead of 
them and far to the left. Beyond lay the sliining 
specks of the inner planets and tire brilliant, small 
sphere of tire Sun. 

"If we could only call for help to tire Patrol 
somehow," Curt muttered. " A cruiser could easily 
contact us before we fell in through tire whole 
System to death." 

Ezra shrugged hopelessly. "We ain't got no way 
to call ~ no audioplrone." 

IT HAD been impossible, of course, for them 
to undertake the construction of a complex 
audioplrone transmitter when they had built the 
ship. They had barely completed the sliip itself in 
time. But now their lack of a transmitter seemed to 
spell their doom. 

"Could we build a small transmitter?" Joan 
asked hopefully: 

Curt shook Iris head. "By the time we got it 
finished, we'd be crashing in through the inner 
planets to tire Sun. And even then, if we had a 
transmitter, we'd have no power to operate it. We 
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still couldn't use the cyclotrons. " 

The Brain, hoveling beside them, spoke 
thoughtfiilly. "There is a possible solution. You 
know that my serum-case embodies a small atomic 
motor which furnishes power to the generator of 
my traction-beams and tire pumps which repurify 
the serum. You could take out that motor and 
generator horn my 'body' and soon convert them 
into a small improvised audiophone transmitter." 

Captain Future protested. "No, Simon! You 
would die when the pumps and purifiers stopped 
working and your vital serum became toxic ! " 

"I would not die at once," the Brain said coolly. 
"I would live for twenty-four to forty-eight hours, 
though I would lapse into unconsciousness during 
that time as my serum became toxic. In that time, 
you might be able to receive help in answer to your 
call. You could then revive me." 

"But if help didn't come soon enough, it would 
be too late ever to revive you!" Curt exclaimed. 
"The power of your motor would be exhausted." 

The Brain's metallic voice was annoyed. "You 
are being illogical, Curtis. It is certainly preferable 
that I should take that risk than that we should all 
perish. Remember what you had intended doing." 

The logic was unassailable, yet Captain Future 
still hesitated. His haggard face was deeply moved 
as he looked into the lens-like eyes of his old 
companion. 

"Simon, if this should cost your life --" 

"Come, come, you know how I abhor 
sentimentality," interrupted the Brain amioyedly. 
Yet Iris metallic voice seemed oddly softer as he 
added, "Get on with it and stop wasting time. " 

The Brain glided to the shelf-like table beside 
the instrument panel ~ the navigation- desk. His 
transparent cube rested there, waiting. 

Sweat stood out on Curt Newton's brow as he 
and Otho got their meager supply of tools and 
began work. Deftly, quickly, they unbolted the 
bottom section of the Brain's strange body which 
contained its motive mechanisms. 

They removed it, disconnecting and clamping 
the tiny pipes and cables which connected with the 
serum-case proper. Now the Brain was merely an 
isolated living brain in a transparent box of serum. 
His powers of speech, healing, movement, had 
been stripped from him. 

Captain Future worked with utmost speed now. 
Every minute counted, for the Brain's horns of life 
were now numbered. Rapidly, he and Otho and 



Grag took apart the mechanisms that had enabled 
Simon to live. 

The small., powerful atomic motor, with its own 
compact charge of calcium catalyzed fuel, they set 
aside. They dissembled the motors from the serum- 
pumps and hooked them to the generators that had 
produced the Brain's magnetic traction- beams. 
They thus set up a complete new circuit which 
would emit electro-magnetic waves in the 
frequency-range of audiophone usage. The little 
atomic motor was connected to furnish the power . 

Cmt Newton connected this little improvised 
transmitter to the makeshift antenna -sphere which 
Grag had prepared and attached outside the space- 
door. 

He used the microphonic "ear's" of the Brain for 
microphones. 

"It's finished," Curt announced finally. "Turn it 
on, Otho." 

The atomic motor throbbed with power. The 
generators began to hum, casting their roughly- 
tuned wave out into space. 

Cmt spoke into the microphones. "Slip Phoenix, 
Captain Future commanding, calling all Patrol 
vessels or other ships! \Ae need help in the form of 
calcium supplies' \Ae are approaching the Line 
from outer space in the following approximate 
position. " 

He gave the figures of their position as they had 
calculated it. Then he again repeated the call. 

For tlie next few horns. Curt repeated the 
message at regular intervals. The last time, the little 
atomic motor went dead on the last words. 

"She's played out!" Otho reported. "Fuel's clear 
gone. No wonder, when we've been running it Ml 
load all this time." 

"Do you suppose our message was heard?" Joan 
asked Cmt tensely. 

"There's no way of telling," he muttered. "We've 
no receiver. All we can do is wait." 

The Phoenix rushed silently on and on toward 
the Line. In torturing suspense. Captain Future 
peered haggardly out into the star-flecked void. 

The superhuman strain under which he had been 
laboring for many days took its toll. He slept, his 
head against the window. 

It was man)' hours later that he was awakened by 
Otho shaking his shoulder. 

"Chief, come look at Simon!" begged the 
android fearfully. 

Cmt nibbed red-rimmed eyes dazedly. That his 
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exhausted slumber had been long, he knew from a 
glance at the planets far ahead. They were brighter, 
nearer. 

Joan and the others were sleeping dmggedly. 
Curt hastened with Otho to the shelf on which 
rested the now lrfeless cubical case of the Brain. 

He looked into the transparent cube. Its colorless 
serum had now assumed a dark tinge. 

"What's happening, Chief?" Crag asked 
anxiously. 

Curt's answer was a dry whisper. "The serum, no 
longer repurified, is becoming toxic. Simon is 
dying." 

"But Simon can't die! " burst out the great robot. 
"Why, we've been together, he and Otho and I, all 
my life ! Even before you were born! " 

Curt Newton felt an icy, utter despair. He looked 
at them numbly. And then came a hoarse cry from 
Ezra Gumey, watching at the window. 

"Cap'n Future, I saw a rocket-flash in space 
ahead of us!" 

Curt and the others feverishly plunged to the 
window, and scanned the vault. But there was 
nothing save the cold, mocking eyes of the stars. 

"I ~ I guess I'm gettin' delirious," faltered Ezra. 

"No !" Grag bellowed suddenly. "Look there!" 

They still could see nothing. But the robot's 
super-keen photoelectric eyes had seen. And 
presently they caught it, too. 

A long, slim cruiser with the familiar emblem of 
the Planet Patrol upon its bows was driving toward 
them through the void. 

By the time that cruiser came into magnetic 
contact with the Phoetih: and space-suited men 
from it entered then ship, Cmt Newton and the two 
Futuremen were waiting in the airlock. 

The young Venusian captain of the Patrol 
cruiser, when he took off his helmet, stared at Cmt 
and the others unbelievingly. 

"Captain Future! It's really you and Agent 
Randall and Marshal Gumey, too! But tell us, what 
happened to the Vulcan? WVve been searching for 
weeks, and then we heard your faint call yesterday. " 

"No time to explain now!" cried Curt. "The 
calcium, man! Where is it!" 

The astonished Venusian thrust a heavy sack 
toward him. "I brought this much along. We have 
as much more as you need in the cruiser." 

CURT raced back up to the bridge. His 
bands were shaking as he tore open the 



sack and placed a little of the precious calcium in 
the catalyst-chamber of the atomic generator from 
the Brain's body. 

The copper fuel was already in the mechanism. 
They worked with frantic speed, reassembling the 
apparatus back into the case of the Brain. They 
could hear it start humming at once, operating 
pumps and purifiers. 

They waited for minutes that to Cmt seemed 
eternities. The dark tinge of the serum in the Brain's 
case slowly faded away. But that was all. 

"We were too late,'" Otho whispered strickenly. 
"Too late to revive Simon." 

Then the Brain spoke. Simon. Wright abhorred 
show of emotion. He would have died rather than 
to have displayed his feelings now. 

He said metallically, "Well, what are you all 
staring at? The experiment was a success, wasn't 
it?" 

The Phoenix /anded on the spaceport of Tartarus 
City, on frigid Pluto, two days later. With it landed 
the Patrol cruiser that had brought them salvation. 
Its officers came to take charge of the mutineers 
and transport them out to the prison moon. 

Kim Ivan and his men trooped out into the chilly 
dusk and stood quietly while the Patrol guards 
gathered around them. 

"You won't have any trouble with us, boys," the 
big Martian said tersely. "We've been so close to 
death that we're not going to find Interplanetary 
Prison such a bad place for a while." 

Curt Newton went toward the towering Martian. 
He held out his hand quietly. "Kim, will you shake 
hands?" 

The big pirate's battered face grinned at him as 
he extended his fist. "I'm glad there's no hard 
feelings. Future. We went through quite a lot 
together." 

"We did," Curt nodded. " And I've an idea we'll 
meet up again. " 

"Oh, sure, when you come out to Cerberus 
prison visiting," said the Martian ruefully. 

"Kim, Moremos and the other men who actually 
killed the Vulcan's officers are dead, and they did it 
against your orders," Curt said. ."That won't be held 
against you and your chaps. And there's such a 
tiling as commutation of sentences for men who 
have had enough of outlawry and would like to 
blast a straight rocket-trail." 

Kim Ivan's massive face flamed. "Future, me 
and my boys won't mind Interplanetary Prison one 
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little bit, if we have that, to hope for!" 

Curt Newton grinned in turn. "I'm not promising 
anything, you big ruffian. But I've an idea we'll 
meet up on the space-trails some day. " 

When the convicts were gone, Curt turned. Grag 
and Otho had resumed then interminable argument. 
The Brain had gone with Ezra Gumey. 

But Joan was standing in the frigid dusk, 
looking up at the dark vault of the heavens. She did 
not turn when he reached her side. 

"Cmt, I was thinking," she said softly. "It's 



where he would have wanted to be buried — in 
space." 

He did not need to ask of whom she spoke. 

He put his arm around her shoulders as he 
answered slowly. 

"Yes, Joan. Any spaceman would want such 
burial, to have his ashes scattered out there on the 
face of the deep." 

And they stood silent, gazing out into the vast 
vault of that shoreless sea in which a world and a 
hero had perished. 
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THE PUZZLING CASE OF THE SPACE QUEEN 

An Interplanetary Pirate Impersonates Captain Future in 
Order to Commit Acts of Robbery on an Incredibly Vast Scale! 



ONE of the most astounding episodes in the ca- 
reer of the Futuremen began with the puzzling 
case of the Space Queen. 
The Space Queen, a big, fast liner in the outer planet 
trade, was on its way from Saturn to Earth when it hap- 
pened. The ship was twelve million miles inside the or- 
bit of Jupiter when its instruments warned that another 
craft was cutting across its course. 

The other ship soon came into view. And the offi- 
cers of the liner exclaimed in astonishment as they rec- 
ognized that small, teardrop-shaped craft. 

That ship was known to every rocketeer in the Sys- 
tem. 

"It's Captain Future's ship, the Comet\ And he's sig- 
naling us to slow down." 

"Do so at once," ordered the captain promptly. 

THE RADIUM CASES 

As the liner slackened speed, the smaller ship came 
almost close enough to touch it Across the gulf be- 
tween the two craft came hurtling three figures, only 
two of whom wore space-suits. 

They entered the Space Queen through its airlock 
and were greeted by a somewhat anxious captain and 
officers. The three visitors were a tall red-haired young 
Earthman, a lithe, rubbery -looking man, and a huge 
metal robot. Everyone recognized the famous trio in- 
stantly. 

"What's up. Captain Future?" asked the liner captain 
worriedly. 

"You have a cargo of radium aboard?" asked the 
red-haired young Earthman crisply. 



The captain nodded. "Yes, ten n 
of the pure element." 



i dollars' worth 



A THIEVING PLOT 

"There's a plot afoot to steal it from, you," the other 
told him rapidly. "It would involve the wrecking of 
your ship. I'm going to take that radium aboard the 
Comer. I'll deliver it later to Earth." 

Any other man in the System would have been met 
by a burst of laughter had he made that suggestion. But 
confidence in the integrity of the Futuremen was uni- 
versal and absolute. The captain did not hesitate a mo- 

"Very well, I'll help you transfer the radium cases. 
And thanks a lot for stepping in to help us. Captain Fu- 
ture!" 

The small lead cases were soon transferred to the lit- 
tle teardrop ship. With a final flash of its signals, it 
drove away into the void. Vastly relieved, the captain 
ordered the Space Queen to proceed to Earth. 

Upon arrival at Earth, the officer reported to his 
company officials what had happened. They took the 
same view of it as he had done. 

"We're lucky the Futuremen took a hand in the thing 
- otherwise we might have lost radium and ship, too! 
They'll probably bring the radium in before long." 

A NEW METHOD OF PIRACY? 

A few days later, a space-freighter came into Mars 
with a tale of a similar experience. The Futuremen had 
halted it in space, and had taken from it a shipment of 
platinum whose safety Captain Future had declared to 
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be imperiled. In rapid succession half a dozen other 
ships reported that the Futuremen had taken similar 
valuable cargoes from them. 

The officials of the shipping companies and the Sys- 
tem Government speculated as to what was going on. It 
was believed that some big plot to rob interplanetary 
shipping by a cunning new method of piracy had been 
hatched, and that the Futuremen had intervened to baf- 
fle the plotters. 

"They can't get ahead of Captain Future," remarked 
several officials, satisfied. "He got wind somehow of 
what was being planned, and is acting to prevent it 
Look at the valuable cargoes he's saving." 

But as days went by, a certain doubt began to arise. 
The Futuremen were still operating in a puzzling way, 
out among the planets. Curt Newton and his followers 
were relieving one ship after another of valuable ship- 
ments, but not one of those shipments of precious ores 
and metals had yet been delivered to their destinations. 

That was brought to the attention of the System 
President. 

"Oh, it's all right - Future will bring the stuff in 
when he has time," he said. 

"Nobody doubts that, but the delay is embarrassing 
several companies," pointed out his secretary. "Won't 
you call him about it?" 

The President acceded. He put through a televisor 
call-signal tuned to the secret wave which few people 
knew, lie was calling ihe laboratory- ho me of the fu- 
turemen, on Earth's Moon. 

A SHOCK FOR CAPTAIN FUTURE 

Captain Future answered. And Curl Newton listened 
with increasing bewilderment to what the President 
said. 

"I don't know what you're talking about!" Curt ex- 
claimed. "I never took any shipments off those ships. 
Grag and Otho and Simon and I have been right here on 
the Moon for weeks, working out a new invention." 

"But that's impossible!" said the President. "Those 
ship officers all saw and talked with you, when they 
turned over the shipments to you." 

In the televisor-screen. Curt's keen face showed 
alarm. 

"There's something wrong. I'm coming to Earth at 
once." 

When Curt and the three Futuremen reached the of- 
fice of the president, the famous planeteer listened 
closely to the official's recital. 

Then he asked, "Call in any of those ship officers 
who are on Earth now." 

The captain of the Space Queen was one of them. 

"You say you turned over that radium shipment to 
me?" Curt asked him sharply. "Are you quite sure it 
was me?" 

"Of course I'm sure," replied the captain. "You were 



as close to me as you are now - you and your two pals 
there." He pointed toward Grag and Otho. 

"Why, you're era -" Grag started to ejaculate, but 
Curt silenced him. He told the captain and other offi- 
cers, "That's all I wanted to know. Just a routine ac- 
knowledgement for the Government." 

A CRIMINAL IMPERSONATOR 

Satisfied by that explanation, the ship officers with- 
drew. Captain Future looked steadily at the President. 

"It's clear now what is going on," he declared. 
"Someone is impersonating me. Someone who is using 
my name, and ihe confidence of the System in me. to 
perpetrate robbery on a vast scale." 

The President was dumbfounded. "But those ship- 
officers all swore it was you and your Futuremen they 
met! They saw Grag and Otho, as well as yourself. And 
there isn't another robot in the System like Grag!" 

"I know that, and I can't understand it," Curt admit- 
ted. "But it's certain that I've got a criminal double, and 
that he and other pirates are impersonating me and the 
Futuremen." 

"Good Lord, he's still taking millions away from 
ships and isolated planetary towns by this trick!" ex- 
claimed the President, aghast. He reached for the televi- 
sor. "We'll broadcast warning to the whole System of 
what's going on." 

"No, don't do that!" Curt intervened quickly. "It 
would throw all the companies into a panic. They'd 
storm your office, demanding that their shipments be 
recovered. The criminals behind this would know that 
we had already fathomed their plot. 

"Also," Captain Future added grimly, "it would 
make things plenty hot for me. A lot of people wouldn't 
believe that we Futuremen could have doubles so per- 
fect as to deceive everyone. A lot of people would think 
that we had actually robbed all those ships of their car- 
goes." 

"Holy sun-imps, I never thought of that!" Otho ex- 
claimed. "Say, our reputations are ruined forever unless 
we catch these doubles of ours!" 

"More than that, our usefulness in the System will 
be permanently impaired," Curt warned. "Unless we 
capture and expose these plotters, there'll always be a 
lurking doubt as to our innocence." 

THE FIRST FAINT CLUE 

Their problem was complicated by the time factor. 
Already, the shipping companies were murmuring com- 
plaints because the Futuremen had not yet delivered the 
valuable cargoes they had taken. Those murmurs would 
soon grow into open expressions of doubt. 

Curt Newton attacked the mystery with characteris- 
tic concentration. His first quest was to ascertain the 
identity of the criminal masquerading as himself. 

"Only plastic surgery of the most advanced type 
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could make that criminal into such an exact double of 
myself," he pointed out. "But even super-surgery has its 
limitations. It can't alter height, weight or certain skull- 
measurements. Therefore, the criminal selected to be 
my double would have to coincide with me in those 
measurements." 

That gave the first faint clue. They went through the 
voluminous criminal records of the Planet Patrol, each 
card of which gave data concerning one of the System's 
criminals. They searched the Earlhman section. 

The photo-electric scanning-machine, once it was 
set, went rapidly through the cards and threw out sever- 
al scores of them which gave the descriptions of crimi- 
nals who were of Captain Future's exact height. 

Another scanning of these cards threw out a few 
dozen criminal descriptions, corresponding to Curl in 
weight. Continuing this cross-check against other unal- 
terable factors of skull-measurement, the cards were fi- 
nally narrowed down to one. 

THE FATAL CARD 

"Garis Crain, Earlhman, aged 26," read Captain Fu- 
ture. "Black hair, brown eyes, scar on left cheek. Con- 
victed first for robbery of a Venusian kulga warehouse 
-" He read off the long list of crimes, ending with, "- 
escaped Syrtis Prison on Mars, June eleventh, two 
thousand - unapprehended." 

"Ten to one, this Garis Crain is my double," Curt 
said keenly. "Listen to this final notation, dated only a 
year ago." 

He read, "'Crain believed to have been leader of pi- 
rate band which raided the mining town of Noomat, on 
southern Saturn, August fourteenth. Pirates were pur- 
sued to the Zone, but escaped.' " 

"Well, how does all that help us?" Otho demanded 
skeptically. 

"It proves that Crain has been operating from within 
the Asteroid Zone," Curl affirmed. "You know where 
his base would be there." 

"Pirates' Planet, of course," said the Brain. 

Captain Future nodded. "No doubt of it. That old 
thieves' asteroid is still a hangout for the mid-System 
outlaw bands." He went on puzzledly, "But who could 
have made Crain into such an exact double of myself? 
Remember, it would take super-skill in plastic surgery. 
There aren't a hundred surgeons in the System who 
could use instruments well enough to do that, and who 
would know how to effect re-coloration of hair and 
eyes." 

At once, they brought out the file cards on the sur- 
geons of the System and scanned it. 

"Crain may have kidnapped a surgeon for the pur- 
pose," Curt was saying. "If one is missing — " 

CRIME'S BRAIN TRUST 

They soon discovered that the only surgeon of suffi- 



ciently high skill who was presently missing was one 
Thua Quar of Venusopolis. 

"Listen to this!" Curt read. "Thua Quar disappeared 
four years ago, after being sought by the Venus section 
of the police for having used his plastic surgical skill to 
give a new face to a criminal fugitive. Rumors of the 
System underworld name Thua Quar as one of the 
Four.'" 

"The Four?" repeated the President perplexedly. 
"Who are the Four?" 

Curt's eyes were gleaming. "They're a quartet we Fu- 
luremen have been after for a couple of years! They 
are, actually, a brain trust of crime. We believe they've 
been behind some of the biggest criminal coups in re- 
cent times. The vague information we've picked up is 
that they consist of four master scientists, an Earthman, 
a Venusian, a Martian and a Saturnian, who maintain a 
secret consulting service for criminals. 

"Any pirate or criminal who needs a special scientif- 
ic weapon for his purposes, goes to the Four. They usu- 
ally can furnish what is needed, and they take a big per- 
centage of the proceeds of the coup. They lake none of 
the risks themselves, and so have never been caught. 
I'm sure that the Four are behind Grain's impersonation 
of myself." 

"Say, you don't think the Four have their base some- 
where on Pirates' Planet?" Otho cried. "Maybe that's 
why we've neverbeen able to find it." 

"It looks as though their base might be there," Curt 
admitted. "But it's sure to be cunningly hidden. Our 
best chance of finding it is through Crain. Catch him 
and we'll have a real lead to the Four." 

"But how the devil are we going to catch these dou- 
bles of ours?" Grag wanted to know. 

Captain Future grinned a little. "We're going to let 
them catch themselves, as we've done with lots of oth- 
ers. Listen, here's my idea . . ." 

ON THE TRAIL OF THE FOUR 

A few days later, a dumpy little freighter took off 
from New York spaceport. It was listed as the Willings, 
bound for Jupiter with a small but valuable cargo of re- 
fined platinum and tantalum. 

The little old freighter plugged slowly out past the 
orbit of Mars. Actually, it was not a freighter at all. It 
was the swift little Comet, ingeniously disguised by a 
fake superstructure of light metal plates built around it 
to make it look bigger and dumpier. Its only crew were 
the Futuremen. 

They were not far beyond the orbit of Mars when 
what Curt Newton had hoped for happened. A small 
ship came racing up toward them from the right quarter. 
It was an exact replica of their own Comet and it 
flashed an urgent signal. 

"Captain Future, requesting you to stand by for us to 
come aboard!" came from the televisor, in a voice un- 
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eannily like Curt's own voice. 

"Okay, Captain Future!" Curt answered in a deep- 
ened voice. "We're standing by!" 

The fake Comet drove alongside the disguised real 
Comet. From the pretenders ship came three figures, 
two of them in space-suits. The third was a great robot 
exactly resembling Grag. 

Grag himself was speechless. 

"There isn't another intelligent metal man like me in 
the System!" he protested. "But that one looks like me!" 

"The nerve of those crooks!" Otho was raging. 
"Look, one of them is a dead ringer for me!" 

"Be ready now," Captain Future ordered. "Here they 
come." 

The three pretenders came into the airlock of the 
disguised Comet. And as soon as the three doubles 
were inside, the Futuremen grabbed them. 

FACING THEMSELVES 

It was as simple as that. The imposters hadn't a 
chance to fight, because they had not been expecting 
the necessity. They found themselves facing a brace of 
deadly proton-guns, and stood speechless. 

The Futuremen were speechless too, for the mo- 
ment. These three were uncannily exact replicas of Curt 
and Otho and Grag. For a dramatic moment, the real 
Futuremen and the impostors faced each other. And no 
outsider could have told which was which. 

Then Grag uttered a triumphant cry. 

"I knew there wasn't another robot like me in the 
System! Look, Chief!" 

And Grag advanced upon the pseudo-Grag and tore 
at his metal body. The fake Grag was revealed to be a 
huge, vicious-faced Jovian criminal disguised in a met- 
al space-suit made to resemble Grag's metal body. 

Captain Future spoke crisply to his own glaring dou- 
ble. 

"A neat trick you've been using, Cram. Yes, I know 
who you are - Garis Crain, pirate and criminal, wanted 
by the Patrol for a dozen offenses." 

Crain's face, a face so amazingly like Curl's own, be- 
came desperate and hunted in expression. 

"It was the Four who made you into my double, 
wasn't It?" Curt pressed. "And their base is on Pirates' 
Planet somewhere, isn't it? Well, you're going to take us 
there. You know the secret pirate wave-code and you 
can navigate us safely through the swarms." 

Crain assumed an attitude of sullen defiance. "I 
won't do it." 

"Oh, yes, you will," Curt said relentlessly. "Because 
if you don't, we'll be wrecked in the swarms. And you 
don't want to die. You'd a lot rather go to Interplanetary 
Prison, than die." 

The Futuremen securely bound their prisoners. They 
disabled the fake Comet and left it drifting. They 
shucked away the disguise from the real Comet, and 



started into the Zone toward Pallas. 

Curt steered right toward the dangerous meteor- 
swarms around Pallas. And when disaster seemed im- 
minent what he had foreseen happened. Crain's nerve 
broke. The criminal hastily babbled the secret wave- 
code by means of which they could steer their way 
through the dangerous swarms. 

PIRATES' PLANET 

Thus the Comet came to Pirates' Planet. It descended 
toward the night side, and poised above the dark blot of 
Red Lake. Miles to the west, the lights of the pirate 
city, Freetown, threw a glow into the sky. 

"Now take us to the hidden base of the Four," or- 
dered Curt. 

"Captain Future, I don't dare!" Crain cried. "You 
don't know what the Four are like. They're devils! It 
was they who thought up this whole imposture, and 
picked myself and two others to play it because we 
were the right height and so on. If you try to meddle 
with them, they'll kill you - and then kill me for bring- 
ing you here!" 

Curt again applied pressure. "Crain, unless you take 
us to the Four, do you know what I'll do? I'll drop you 
over there in Freetown. The pirates over there don't 
know about your impersonation of me. You'd not be 
fool enough to tell them or anyone. So when you drop 
in on them, they'll think you're really Captain Future. 
You know how those outlaws hate me. You can guess 
what they'll do to you, thinking that you're me!" 

Crain's ghastly face showed that he knew only too 
well what the bloodthirsty corsairs would do if they 
thought they had captured Captain Future. 

"All right," he choked. "I'll take you to the base of 
the Four. But you'll nevercome out of it alive." 

He directed Curt to steer the Comet toward a rocky 
hill on the eastern shore of Red Lake. 

"The whole hill is hollowed out," he explained. 
"The secret laboratories of the Four are inside of it." 

"Good - well land right by it," Curt declared. "The 
Four will think our ship is the fake Comet returning. 
And they'll think that Grag and Otho and I are Crain 
and the other doubles coming back from the trip!" 

The audacity of the plan was typical of Captain Fu- 
ture. And it held good chance of success. His hopes 
were high as he landed the Comet in the darkness be- 
side the rocky hill. 

Crain shakily gave them directions. But before leav- 
ing the ship. Curt rapidly prepared three heavy little 
metal chests which he and Grag and Otho took with 
them. Simon remained to guard the prisoners. 

"Why do we have to carry these things?" grumbled 
Grag. 

"We're supposed to be bringing back platinum and 
tantalum, aren't we?" Curt countered. "Besides, they 
may be useful in other ways." 
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CRIMINALS' HIDE-OUT 

Otho was chuckling as they made their way toward a 
cunningly disguised opening in the side of the hollow 
hill. 

"The Four will get an awful shock when they find 
out the doubles are the real Futuremen." 

They entered the cavernous opening in the hillside. 
A passage led through solid rock to a square rock 
chamber in which was a heavy door. 

Curt touched the electrobell beside the door in the 
signal he had extorted from Crain. His hand rested on 
his proton-pistol as they waited. 

"Be ready to jump them the minute we have all four 
together," he muttered to the others. 

At that moment, a trap-door opened beneath them. 
They plummeted down through a vertical shaft into a 
space beneath. Curt struck a stone floor with a stunning 
shock. . . . 

Curt woke to find himself lightly bound. Otho was 
bound also, silling beside him, and Grag was secured 
by a heavy chain. 

They were in a big, brightly lit laboratory some- 
where inside the hollow hill. Four men faced them - a 
crafty looking, iron-haired Earlhman, a suave young 
Venusian, an ancient, wrinkled-faced Martian, and a 
Salurnian dwarf with a freakishly huge head. 

"The Four!" he muttered. 

"Yes, we are the Four, Captain Future," coolly an- 
swered the crafty Earthman. "We have anticipated that 
sooner or later you would call upon us." 

He laughed at Curt's expression of surprise. "We 
knew of your reputation for resourcefulness and audaci- 
ty. We believed that sooner or later you might be able 
to locate our base here, and that if you did, you would 
attempt to enter by passing yourself off as your own 
doubles! So we took the precaution of inspecting Crain 
and the other doubles with X-Ray scanners, each time 
before we let them enter. The scanners would show 
whether the robot was really a robot, or a man in dis- 
guise. " 

"Devils of space, so that's what gave us away!" 
hissed Otho. 

"It was not hard to disarm and bind you three while 
you lay stunned by your fall below," continued the 
Earthman. "I suppose you realize your helplessness. 
What did you do with Crain and the others?" 

Curt pretended to be crushed. "They're out in our 
ship." he muttered. "I suppose you're going to murder 
us?" 

"After we have extracted as much valuable informa- 
tion as possible from you - certainly." 

THE MYSTERIOUS CHESTS 

"Can't we make a bargain?" Curt asked desperately. 
"Those chests we brought really have a fortune in plat- 
inum in them. We wanted to carry out our whole 



scheme just as though we were really Crain and the oth- 
ers, so there wouldn't be any slip-ups. Won't you take 
the platinum and let us go?" 

The Earthman pondered. "Bring in the chests," he 
ordered. 

The young Venusian member of the Four did so, one 
by one. Curt saw that there was suspicion on the face of 
the Earthman. 

"Before we open the chests, use the X-Ray scanner 
on them," he directed. 

The dwarfed Salurnian brought the instrument and 
peered through it at the chests. 

"Nothing in the chests but bars of metal," he report- 
ed. 

"So you were telling the truth?" the leader of the 
Four remarked to Curt. "Your devotion to realism was, 
carried too far, my dear Captain Future. You lose not 
only the platinum, but your lives, also." 

He bent and unlocked one of the chests, and raised 
its lid. Whoosh! A cloud of invisible gas that had been 
stored in the chest of bars at high pressure suddenly 
burst out of it. 

The Earthman fell in his tracks as the gas reached 
his nostrils. Almost in the same instant, the other three 
of the Four and also Captain Future and Otho lost con- 
sciousness as the potent gas expanded. 

INVISIBLE "SLEEP-GAS" 

Curt awoke, to find Grag bending over him. He 
scrambled to his feet. 
"The Four are safe?" 

"Sure, I've got 'em nicely trussed up," Grag boomed. 
"Chief, I sure was surprised when that gas knocked ev- 
erybody out. Everybody but me, that is. It couldn't af- 
fect me, since I don't breathe." 

"Yes, I figured on that." Curt grinned. "You see, I 
hoped we'd be able to nab the Four without trouble. But 
I thought that it was better to have a card up our sleeve 
in case Crain had tricked us and given us a wrong elec- 
trobell signal that would betray us. So when I put some 
metal bars in those chests, I also pumped the chests full 
of the invisible Uranian 'sleep-gas,' " from that tank of it 
we carry for making 'sleep-bombs.' " 

"I knew that the gas would get Otho and me, as well 
as the Four, if it were ever released," Curt added. "But 
it wouldn't affect you, and I counted on your being able 
to set things aright in the hour or so that we'd be uncon- 
scious." 

"You didn't count in vain. Chief," boasted Grag 
proudly. "Though it took me nearly the whole time to 
cut that chain away from around me, by starling one of 
their atomic blasters and using its flame." 

"Anyone could have done that, if he happened to be 
a creature loo dumb to breathe," snapped Otho to the 
robot. "Come on and help me carry these four precious 
rascals out to the ship. They're going to keep Crain 
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company out in Interplanetary Prison." 



That is why, out in the great prison on Pluto's moon 



Cerberus, a life sentence is being served by a man who 
is an uncanny double of Curt Newton. And his life is 
not easy there. Too many of his fellow prisoners persist 
in believing that he is the hated Captain Future! 
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By OSCAR J. 1 1 MM 

Pirates of Mercury Find Themselves in a Pretty Pickle! 
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) ANDY, look!" Thalia 
gasped. "It's turned ray 
' finger a lovely pink!" 
When the daughter of the governor 
of the Royal Venusian Warehouse 
spoke in that voice I was head over 
heels in love with her more than ever. 
But who was I, Randolph Lane, super- 
cargo on the space freighter Terrapin 
on the Earth-Venus run, to aspire to 
the lovely cornflower bloom of Venus? 
Nevertheless, I did. And she liked 

it. 

I saw then that the sweet pickle 
Thalia had been tasting had indeed 
turned her lovely pastel blue coloring 
to a delicate pink. Maybe I'd better 
explain that the people of Venus had 
an atom of some alkaline substance in 
each blood cell instead of the atom 
of iron found in that of Earthmen. 
This, scientists told us, made the 
Venusians an alkaline race of a deli- 
cate blue color. Otherwise, they were 



similar to us. 

The Mercurians, a piratical people 
of Mercury, had an atom of mercury 
instead of iron, and they were a 
dark-blue-skinned race. A poisonous 
people, anyway, always raiding the 
spaceways for cinnabar, and taking 
delight in raiding the Venusian ware- 
houses for the cinnabar ore and liquid 
mercury we freighted there from 
Earth. 

The Venusians were crazy about the 
pink and bronzed Earthmen. They 
preferred our color to their own and 
spent fortunes in their beauty parlors 
trying to acquire it and having their 
hair tinted red. 

As I looked at Thalia's pink finger a 
wonderful idea struck me. 

"You like that pickle?" I asked. 
"It doesn't make you ill?" 

"Of course not, silly!" she ex- 
claimed. "And I love them!" 

I'm gifted with a long neck, any- 
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w, and nobody can stick a neck out 
4 s far as I can. 

"You've as good as got forty bar- 
rels of sweet gherkins in your private 
warehouse right now," I promised. 
"Just as soon as the Terrapin makes 
another trip to Earth." 

"Oh, Randy !" she murmured. 
"Would you do that for me? You 
must love me!" 

"More than anything in the Solar 
System. And I've an idea that if you 
eat enough pickles the vinegar will 
give your alkaline beauty that pink 
color you people are so crazy about." 

Thalia flung her arms about my neck 
and kissed me. Things would likely 
have been arranged for the future 
right there if Litmae, her father, 
hadn't come waddling into the cham- 
ber. 

"Here, here!" he gurgled in swift 
anger. "What's ail this behind my 
back? My daughter in love with the 
supercargo of an Earth freighter? 
Never 1 If you want to show your 
mettle, young man, you'll do some- 
thing to stop these beastly Mercurian 
pirate raids." 

"But, Father — " began Thalia. 

"Silence!" roared Litmae, his pale 
blue face purpling. "As for you, Lane, 
get back to your ship." 

I waved a mournful goodby to 
Thalia. She wriggled her pink fore- 
finger after me. 

IT WAS when I got back to the 
spaceport at Chicago that my 
difficulties began. I had promised 
Thalia forty barrels of pickles, and 
there wasn't space in the cargo holds 
of the Terrapin for even one extra 
barrel. But I had to make good my 
promise. The upshot of it all was 
that, as supercargo, I did something 
for which I could have been fired. 

I deliberately left forty barrels of 
cinnabar in the warehouse and substi- 
tuted forty barrels of pickles, hiding 
the fact on my manifest sheets. The 
Terrapin took off for Venus with no- 
body else the wiser. 

We docked at the Royal Venusian 
Warehouse space wharf, and I busily 
saw to the unloading of my gift for 
Thalia. The pale-blue-skinned steve- 
dores had just rolled the last barrel 



into a storeroom when there was a 
rush of feet, wild shouting— and a 
band of dark-blue Mercurians came 
charging into the docking area. A 
raid of Mercurian pirates! After the 
Terrapin's cargo of cinnabar and mer- 
cury, of course. 

Ray guns spat, and several Venu- 
sians writhed down in death. 

"Stand as you are, Earthman!" 
snarled the leader. "This is no loss 
to you." 

I stood helpless while the Mercur- 
ians clumped into the storeroom on 
their gravity stilts, donned glare 
goggles and went to work opening the 
heads of the forty barrels. Mercury 
was life to them, and they were in 
a hurry to grab the mineral and get 
away before the Venusian guards 
could reorganize and counter-attack. 
I gripped the hilt of my electric knife 
in hesitation. I heard the sounds of 
tumult outside the stockade as the 
Venusians prepared to attack. 

Then I heard a horrible choking 
sound behind me. I whirled and 
stared in amazement. Blue-skinned 
Mercurians were reeling about and 
tearing at their throats. The store- 
room was full of fumes. Vinegar 
fumes from the opened pickle barrels. 

My guard turned to look. At that 
instant Litmae led his Venusian 
guards in at the charge. All was riot 
and confusion for a few minutes as we 
all got tangled in the fight and the 
overturned pickle barrels. It was soon 
over — because the Mercurians were 
mysteriously dying, 

To my astonishment all the pale 
blue Venusians were turning a pale 
pink. 

"Ha!" cried Litmae, clapping me 
on the shoulder. "You've done a 
splendid job, Lane. You've overcome 
forty notorious Mercurian raiders and 
their leader I've been after for months. 
How did you do it?" 

Thalia came running in on flying 
feet, and sight of her gave me the 
answer. Just as Venusians reacted 
like litmus to the vinegar of the 
pickles, the Mercurians with mercury 
in their veins reacted to the acid in 
the vinegar. Vinegar was deadly poi- 
son to them. They had salivated 
themselves ! ( Continued on page 117) 



THE PIRATES' PLANET 

How the Peaceful Asteroid Pallas Became the Base of 
Vandalism When Powerful Outlaw Chiefs Made It Their Own! 



AMONG the thousands of little worlds 
that make up the great aatetoid&l 
■ belt between Mara and Jupiter, one 
planetoid deserves a particular notice. It 
is not larger But it has always been one of 
the moat historically glamorous bodies in 
the Solar System. 

Astronomers Hat it as the asteroid Pallas, 
and note that it has a thin atmosphere and 
hydrosphere. Biologists mention its un- 
usual plant and animal life, ha creeping 
jungles of rootless trees, its arachnid mon- 
sters and oddly-developed human natives. 
Celestial sailing directions refer to it as 
Body 416, and list the elements of its com- 
plicated orbit. 

A Lurid History 

But all the rest of the System knows the 
little world as Pirates' Planet, For this 
lonely little sphere out there in the middle 
void has a lurid name in the annals of inter- 
planetary history. 

"Pirates' Planet," wrote a sober histo- 
rian, "is the epitome of an era in System 
history. Perhaps no spot in our universe 
ever saw so much raw violence, loot and 
crime, as did this famous asteroid." 

We may add to that judgment a quota- 
tion from the notorious corsair. Thorn 
Lane, whose name looms so large in the 
record of the place. 

"If Hades ever really existed," com- 
mented that outlaw trenchantly, "it was at 
Pirates' Planet when the corsair fleets were 
in." 

"A Green and Peaceful World" 

The first explorer to visit Pallas was the 
famous Jan Wenzi, who followed up the 
pioneering voyages of Johnson and Carew 
with his own immortal expedition to Pluto. 
Wenzi's Bhip stopped at Pallas on his out- 
ward voyage. It seems ironical now that 
he noted it In his log a* "a very green and 
peaceful little world." 

Pallas was peaceful enough then, and for 
a score of years thereafter. During that 
time, the asteroid was thoroughly explored 
and mapped by several explorers. They 
discovered that Pallas, like many of the 
larger asteroids, was inhabited by a near- 
human native race. These Asteroidans, as 



what child-minded r 



First Explorers 



Those first explorers, of course, were as- 
tounded to find human inhabitants upon 
the asteroids as well as on the great plan- 
ets. It was a long time before planetary 
archaeologists solved that mystery, and dis- 
closed that ages ago our whole Solar Sys- 
tem was colonized by a human race from 
the distant star Deneb, whose remote de- 
scendants we all are. 

Because they did not suspect that, those 
first explorers of Pallas were dumbfounded 
by the amazing structure they discovered 
in the southern hemisphere of the asteroid, 
northeast of the Poison Lake. This struc- 
ture consisted of a massive, templelike 
building of black synthestone, surmounted 
by a curious mechanism made of hithe''- 1 
unfamiliar metal. The mechanism was ■ ti 
operated by an ingenious use of solar 
power, and had apparently been smoothly 
running for many ages. It seemed designed 
to point a great metal finger always to- 
ward the star Deneb. 

Bright Crimson River 
This Temple of Deneb, as the puzzled ex- 
plorers called it, is clear enough in purpose 
now. Undoubtedly the colonists who came 
to our System from Deneb long ago set up 
this curious device as a perpetual reminder 
of their native star. Their degenerate de- 
scendants, the natives of the asteroid, had 
long lost all idea of the meaning of the 
temple but still venerated it with a super- 



The explorers' accounts described much 
of the creeping jungles of rootless trees; of 
the Red River, whose waters are bright 
crimson because of their sediment of bril- 
liant sands, and the Red Lake into which 
they empty; of the Poison Lake and the 
blasted region around it called the Poison 
Desert, in which live certain animals that 
have adapted themselves to the toxic en- 
vironment; of the so-called Ghost Hills in 
the north, made terrible by the Man Spi- 
ders, which were arachnid creatures of 
great size and ferocity whose unusual In- 



! and cunning t 



.t, after the first interest in these ac- 
nts of exploration, Pallas was largely 

rgotten by the System peoples for some 
yean. The planetoid was hard to reach, 
lying aa it did at the center of a dangerous 
region of meteor swarms and smaller as- 
teroids. No settlement upon it was at- 
tempted, for it had no valuable mineral re- 
sources to tempt Earth prospectors and 
promoters. 

But the very isolation and inaccessibility 
of Pallas attracted another class — the 
space-pirates. Those were the wild early 
days of interplanetary travel. 

The Planet Patrol had not yet been or- 

faniced, and ships carried valuable cargoes 
rom world to world without protection. 
It was inevitable that piracy should spring 
up, and that the location of Pallas would 
make it an ideal base for the corsairs. 

Infamous Outlaw Chiefs 
It is impossible in this space to tell of all 
the outlaws who at one time or another 
made Pirates' Planet their headquarters. 
To do so would be to write a history of 
space-piracy. It must suffice to mention 
merely the most famous or infamous of the 
outlaw chiefs — the men who biased a red 
trail across the System and whose names 
were household words. 

John Haskin was" the first of those great 
corsair kings, He was a young Earthman 
who had rocketed with Carew, but had been 
forced to flee to space because of a killing 
in a spaceport drinking place. Haskin, it 
was, who first established a base on Pallas, 
at the western end of Bed Lake. Swiftly, 
he gathered malcontents, criminals and 
outlaws from every world of the System. 
I V -vas able to put forth with no less than 
WnS-v cruisers, to harry the commerce of 
the void. 

Haskin's loot must have been incredible 
in value. And it has formed the basis for 
the most persistent and romantic treasure 
legends in the System. For Haskin was 
supposed to have hidden his hoard some- 
where on Pallas, and it was never found. 

The most popular story is that he hid it 
in the CaveB of the Man-Spiders, in the 
northern hills. Indeed, it is averred that 
he had somehow made treaty with those 
cunning arachnid monsters, and that they 
allowed him to hide the treasure hoard 
there because they well knew that it would 
act as a magnet to draw endless treasure 
seekers into their claws. Certainly many 
dreamers have perished searching those 
dreadful caverns for Haskin's hoard. 

Haskin's depredations lasted four years. 
They became so outrageous that they has- 
tened the organization of the Planet Pa- 
trol. And the Patrol's squadrons finally 
cornered Haskin's fleet near Mercury, and 
blasted the corsair ships to fragments in 
those sun- flooded reaches of space. 

Haskin's lieutenants quarreled over the 
leadership of those pirates still remaining 
on Pallas. It was not until six years later, 
however, that the pirate menace became 
again dangerous. The leader this time was 
the so-called "Butcher of Mars." He was 



ed them their a Martian named and he was 

the most bestial in nis cruelties of any cor- 
sair ever to rocket the void. Massacre and 
torture of captured crews were his regular 
practise. 



The Most Dangerous Pirate 

The Planet Patrol never caught up to the 
Butcher. He was shot down by one of his 
own men, during a raid on Neptune. The 
man who killed him succeeded to leader- 
ship of the corsairs. That man was Thorn 
Lane, perhaps the most dangerous pirate in 
history. 

Lane was dangerous because he was no 
ordinary pirate. He had been a captain in 
the Planet Patrol, but had been cashiered 
for a breach of discipline. He always af- 
firmed that he was innocent and that the 
charges against him were motivated by 
jealousy, and the evidence seems to give 
some color to that statement. Be that as 
it may, Thorn Lane in his bitterness took 
up the calling of pirate and became a 
dreaded leader. 

Lane organized his corsairs along lines 
of strict discipline. By that time. Free- 
town, as the pirates grandiloquently named 
their base on Pallas, had become a place 
of nightly carousal and murder. Lane in- 
stituted stern law there, and had his pirates 
functioning so efficiently that they were 
actually able to meet the Patrol on even 

The Patrol finally gathered its forces to 
make a frontal attack on the pirate base. 
It proved disastrous to the attackers. The 
pirates could navigate the wilderness of 
meteor-swarms around Pallas, since they 
steered by the aid of coded beam signals 
emitted by projectors planted on certain of 
the swarma and smaller planetoids. The 
Patrol armada, unable to interpret the 
coded signals, got hopelessly enmeshed in 
the whirling swarms. 

Lane's pirates attacked before the Patrol 
fleet could disentangle itself. The result 
was the one big defeat in the history of 
the Patrol. Its cruisers were driven out 
of the whole region, after suffering great 
losses. It was a complete victory for the 
pirates, and they wildly celebrated it that 
night in Freetown. 

And during their celebrations, Thorn 
Lane shot himself. Undoubtedly, his old 
loyalty to the Patrol had awakened him to 
a sense of guilt in what he had done, so 
strong that he expiated it with his life. 

After Lane, a succession of outlaw kings 
held power on Pallas. One of these, the 
notorious Rok Olor, is interesting because 
he was one of the few who did not come to 
a violent end. Always more intelligent and 
humane than the majority of pirate cap- 
tains, Rok Olor foresaw the inevitable end 
and forsook his career, He disappeared 
and was not heard of for thirty years. 
Then, a very old man, he was discovered 
living quietly on Deimos under an assumed 
name. Because of the help he was able to 
give the System Government i~ 



tional Case of the Seven Space-Stones, Rok 
Olor was given a pardon for his past mis- 
deeds and allowed to live his last few years 



Another pirate of that period, and one of 
the most renowned in legend, was the Fal- 
con. He wee never an organizer and leader 
like John Haskin and Thorn Lane. He 
wai a lone wolf of apace, operating with a 
few picked men in a email armed cruiser. 

He had no connection with the pirate 
horde at Freetown, but had hit own secret 
bate high in the northern hilla. From bit 
Eyrie is he called it, thii deadly young 
Karthman slipped out . time and again to 
aingle out tome especially valuable cargo 

^Mw'ifaf E«a Gurney, then Captain Our- 



In the yeare after that, the incr. 
efficiency of the Patrol cut down the Pi. 
menace. Freetown dwindled gradua. 
from Its former infamous splendor, and wa 
haimted only by a few leeeer birds of prey. 
Yet at one time, the aetoniahing quar at of 
the "Four" threatened to bring back the 

0lt But r the story of the "Four"— four crim- 
inal ecientiate from four different planett 
who eet up their caitle on the eastern •dgt 
of Red Lake and made it a poisonous lab. 
oratory of crime-la too recent to .need n- 
telling. It belonga to the saga of Captali 




ney of the Patrol, conducted an epic search 
for the Falcon. They met, finally, in a 
oruieer action off Saturn that 1a supposed 
to have been almoat the most terrific space 

ba what V littie it known of that terrific fight 
in which the Falcon finally met his death. 
waB told by Gurney's crew. Ezra Gurney 
kim me If refuted to talk of it, ana trans- 
ferTed *™ rSbe Patrol to the planetary 
Police system, immediately afterward. Only 
a few people know that the Falcon was 
Ezra Gurney's younger brother, 



Future. For it was Curt Newton who fii 
ly crushed the Four. 

Pirates' Planet is now but a shade 
semblance of its former sinister self. Th 
are still pirateB in the System, but t 
have moved out to the wilder moons 
Saturn and Uranus, to the remoter in 
planetary wildernesses. 

Only ghosts haunt the ruined streeti 
Freetown that once ran with blood 
gold, and the little asteroid 
Is when Jan Wenai first landed there 1 
ago. 



A tiny placa of matal aallad Into th« brute'a throat, and the animal (prang Into tha «jr 



THE TREASURE 

By WILLIAM MORRISON 

Tomas Battles the Cruelty of Man and Nature in a Harsh 
World of the Future to Win Freedom for His People ! 

TOMAS was conscious of danger cautiously, keeping a wary eye on 

all about him, of danger so close each tree and bush, ready for instant 

that he could almost sniff it. action should Jarvis show a trace of 

Somewhere in the forest ahead, Jarvis himself. 

was lurking, and between him and And yet, when the threat of death 

Jarvis, the struggle could have only actually materialized, he was not 

one end — death. So Tomas walked ready. At the moment that Jarvis 
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drew back his arm to whirl the deadly 
spin-weapon, the great bird had ap- 
peared overhead and by its noise had 
bo startled Tomas, that he forgot the 
danger. It was not until the weapon 
came whirling toward his head that 
he recalled it. 

He ducked belatedly, but it was not 
the quick motion that saved his life. 
It was the fact that Jarvis, too, had 
been affected by sight of the bird, and 
had allowed his aim to be deflected 
by a matter of inches. 

Tomas wasted no more time in star- 
ing at the bird or at the men inside 
it. A quick leap took him to the 
spot where the spin-weapon had 
crashed into the ground ; and then, 
with the heavy piece of metal in his 
hand, he was racing through the for- 
est with all the speed of his long, wiry 
legs. A second spin-weapon came 
hurtling after him, but he was already 
beyond range. He could hear Jarvis, 
in black disappointment, yelling after 
him. 

"Stand up and fight, you coward 1" 

If it had been a question of JarviB 
alone, Tomas might have complied. 
But Jarvis, he knew, had hangers-on 
whom he had persuaded to take his 
part; and these might very well be 
nearby in the forest. Tomas was not 
minded at the moment to risk his life 
against odds. Not, at least, until he 
had seen Wanna, who would soon be 
waiting for him. 

He Blowed to a long, steady trot. 
Overhead, the bird had dwindled in 
the Bky until it was only a black spot, 
and only a faint buzzing sound came 
from it. Then, even that died away 
as the black spot disappeared. 

Never had Tomas or those he knew 
seen this bird until the past week. 
Now, within a few days, they had seen 
it three times. He wondered uneasily 
what its intentions might be, and then 
dismissed it from his mind. He waB 
approaching the sun-dwelling which 
old Larkin inhabited in solitary 
splendor. Tomas had something to 
tell Larkin. 

THE Bun-dwelling was a wonder- 
ful building of many glowing col- 
ors that caught the eye even at a great 
distance. It was dome-shaped, and 



Tomas estimated that it was all 
fifty paces across. He wasn't quit, 
sure because he had never been inside 
to measure it. Nevertheless, it was a 
huge place for a single man to inhabit. 
But then, of course, Larkin did not 
really inhabit it alone. He had the 
Treasure with him, and that required 
a vast space. 

As Tomas came closer, the sun- 
dwelling lost some of its color, and 
became a soft gray dome of a smooth 
material that was said to be warm to 
the touch. This rumor Tomas be- 
lieved because he had once touched 
it. He did not begin to believe some 
of the other stories people told. It 
was even said, that although it was 
impossible to see into the sun-dwell- 
ing from outside, any one within 
could see out with no trouble at all. 

His disbelief, however, received a 
severe shock when he came within a 
few feet of the entrance. For Lar- 
kin, a white-bearded old man, ap- 
peared unexpectedly at the entrance, 
as though he had been watching 
Tomas' approach. 

"Stay away!" he cried vigorously. 
"I mean you no harm, Larkin," re- 
plied Tomas. "I came to warn you." 

"I need no warnings!" The old 
man seemed furious. "I am annoyed 
continually by those who wish to steal 
the Treasure. And I do not believe 
you mean no harm." 

Personally, Tomas had no faith in 
the existence of a Treasure at all. 
The old man was crazy, and simply 
imagined that it was there. At the 
same time, he felt unsure of himself, 
and if it were there, he would have 
liked to see it. 

Possibly Larkin was aware of this 
contradiction in his thoughts. "Go 
away," he ordered, "before I blast you 
as I have done the others. And do 
not try to use the spin-weapon you 
hold in your hand." 

"I have no intention of killing you, 
Larkin. But I do not fear that you 
will blast me." 

The old man smiled grimly. His 
brain was addled, thought Tomas, but 
he did not suffer the foolishness of 
age. 

"It is ten years since I blasted the 
last man who attempted to rob me. 
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Jp"£ was there, and then he was 
There were many who saw it, 
they have stayed away ever since. 
^Ksk them if I have the power to de- 
stroy or not." 

"Their words are worth nothing. 
They are old men like yourself, maybe 
older." 

"There you are wrong. They are 
old, but not as old as I. They were 
born long after the Yellow Dust. I 
was a child when it descended upon 
us, and the world was full of people 
in numbers you can not even imagine. 
Most of them died, but I lived. I am 
over a hundred now, and still strong 
because the scientists of those days 
fed me with vitamins you have not 
even heard of. I remember . . ." 

He talked on, with the garrulous- 
ness of the aged. Tomas understood 
very little of what Larkin said, and 
the little he could make out, he knew 
was nonsense. Larkin claimed, for 
example, that no one in these days 
knew how to use the spin- weapons 
properly. In his youth, men could 
kill with them at a distance of a hun- 
dred and fifty paces. Now, it was all 
they could do to kill at twenty. 

"Jarvis can kill at twenty-five," said 
Tomas thoughtfully, "when he finds 
a victim less alert than I am. Tell 
me, were men giants in those days, to 
kill at one hundred and fifty paces? 
Or did they have more skill than we 
have now?" 

"They had skill, a special kind of 
skill. They did not throw the weap- 
ons. They used them differently, sim- 
ply pointing, and pulling a trigger. 
And it will do you no good to ask in 
what manner the weapons killed. 
Even though I were to tell you of 
bullets, you would still be unable to 
make them." 

Tomas shrugged. 

"You think I am crazy. You are 
fools, all of you. A good stone, care- 
fully chosen, would make a better 
missile than the best spin-weapon. 
But you are so hide-bound by tradi- 
tion that you prefer to stake your 
lives on the spin-weapon and die, 
rather than use a handful of stones 
and live. Moreover, if any of you 
had brains, you would reinvent the 
bow and arrow." 



HAT Larkin said now seemed 
to make more sense, but it was 
complicated, and Tomas dismissed it. 
After all, it was evident from their 
very nature that spin-weapons were 
meant to be thrown. They were 
Smooth, and could be grasped firmly 
by the barrel for a good, spinning 
throw. There really was no use wast- 
ing words over the obvious. 

"You might as well deny," said 
Tomas, "that knives and forks were 
made for us to eat with, and for no 
other purpose." 

"That's another of your crazy cus- 
toms." Larkin snorted in disgust. 
"None of you so much as lift an ap- 
ple to your mouths without using a 
knife and fork on it. 'It's the only 
way,' you insist. Without them you'd 
starve. There's an old saying that 
fingers were invented before knives 
and forks, but none of you have heard 
it. And incidentally, knives were in- 
vented for other purposes. These old- 
fashioned ideas of decency—" 
Tomas was growing impatient. 
"Before I go, Larkin," he broke in, 
"I must tell you my warning. Jarvis 
means to kill you and steal your 
Treasure." 

"I will blast him." 
"Jarvis will not come alone. He 
has persuaded some men to follow 
him, but they are uncertain in their 
minds as to whether they have done 
wisely, and Jarvis intends to convince 
them. As master of your Treasure, 
he feels that he will be able to buy 
their allegiance." 

"He is a fool, too. Why does be 
want to control a pack of idiots?" 

"He needs them to help in killing 
me. That," said Tomas frankly, "is 
why I am warning you. We both want 
the same girl — " 

"You risk death over a girl?" de- 
manded old Larkin. "You both de- 
serve it for your stupidity. Go, and 
bother me no more." 
"Be warned. Jarvis is in earnest." 
"Be off. I need no warnings." 
In his mind Tomas cursed the old 
man for his stubbornness, and then 
was on his way again. For a few sec- 
onds Larkin stared after him with 
suspicious eyes before popping back 
into his huge lonely sun-dwelling. 
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Toraas trotted on thoughtfully. 
Wanna was probably waiting for him 
by now. He stepped up his pace 
slightly, to make up for the time he 
had lost talking to old Larkin. 

He skirted the city of ruins that 
lay on the river bank, fearing the 
wild cowb that made their homes in 
the brick dwellings, and fed on the 
grass that grew in the streets. Then 
he entered another forest, a forest of 
tall, leafy trees whose heavy branches 
almost shut out the sun. It was here, 
beneath the ancient stump of a giant 
tree that he was to meet Wanna, 

AS HE approached the meeting 
place, Tomas heard the ominous 
sound of dogs barking. Fear for 
Wanna's safety suddenly gripped 
him, and he began to run with all his 
speed. Another moment, and he had 
reached the clearing where the giant 
stump was located. 

Wanna was standing on top of it, 
about six feet off the ground. About 
her were ranged eight huge dogs, 
their shoulders almost on a level with 
the top of the stump, their heads so 
heavy that the animals, as if oppressed 
by the weight, usually held them 
close to the ground. Now the heads 
were raised, the ferocious teeth show- 
ing as the beasts sprang forward at 
the girl. 

Wanna was frightened, Tomas 
could see that. But she was fighting 
back bravely. She whirled from one 
side to another, swinging at the 
snarling animals with the heavy iron 
bar that Tomas had once given her 
for protection. Off to one side, Tomas 
saw a dog with a badly crushed skull 
dragging himself away before the rest 
of the pack should turn on him and 
finish him off. 

The dogs saw Tomas coming before 
Wanna did, and drew away from the 
stump to growl at him. They were 
the most horrible brutes Tomas had 
ever seen. Their bodies thick and 
powerful. They had long snouts, 
heavy jaws, and tusks that projected 
up almost past their eyes. They were 
supposed to be the descendants of 
ancient beasts that had been tame in 
the days before the Yellow Dust, un- 
til both their size and their ferocity 



had been magnified by those same 
scientists of whom Larkin spoke. 

They began to move toward him. 

Tomas, his hand fumbling at a 
pouch hanging from his belt, waited 
until the nearest dog was half a dozen 
paces away. Then his arm drew back 
and whipped forward. A tiny piece 
of metal sailed into the brute's throat, 
and the animal sprang into the air 
and collapsed, clawing at the ground. 
Tomas threw another of the metal ob- 
jects before turning and starting to 
run. 

The six remaining dogs were soon 
strung out in a long line behind him. 
They could not catch him in a short 
run, but if no help came to him, they 
knew from previous experience that 
they could run him down. 

Tomas, however, had no fear. He 
sprinted slightly forward, then turned 
around, and killed two more dogs be- 
fore starting to run again. A few 
minutes later he killed another pair. 

The remaining two came to a halt, 
fear clouding their eyes. Tomas 
turned and came at them, and now 
they ran from him. 

He retraced his steps to the bodies 
of the dead dogs. Projecting from 
the side of each dog's throat was a 
sharp sliver of steel. Inside, the steel 
had uncoiled and constricted the 
dog's windpipe, cutting off its breath. 
Tomas grasped the sliver firmly and 
pulled the spring through the animal's 
flesh. Then he cleaned the blood off 
in the ground, and coiled the spring 
slowly, fitting the end into the notch 
prepared for that purpose. Now the 
spring was ready to throw again. 

He was careful to secure each piece 
of steel. The tiny weapons were valu- 
able, for they had been made long be- 
fore by Tomas' grandfather's grand- 
father, as a special protection against 
these very animals. The secret of 
making them had long been lost, just 
as man had forgotten how to fashion 
new spin-weapons. 

ANNA was expecting him, 
knowing that he would soon 
dispose of the dogB. Tomas greeted 
her according to the traditional rites 
that had been preserved by the women 
of the tribe, touching her lips briefly 
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with his own before he spoke to her. 

"Jarvis has already tried to kill 
me," he informed her. 

"He will try again." 

Tomas nodded. "Sooner or later he 
will succeed," he remarked calmly, 
"unless I can find him when I am sure 
he is alone. With the spin-weapons, 
he can kill at a greater distant than I 
can. None the less, in hand-to-hand 
combat, I would master him, if only 
he had none of his gang within shout- 
ing distance." 

"Perhaps you, too, could get others 
to help you in your fight." 

"I? How?" 

"If you were to ask Larkin for some 
of his Treasure — " 

Tomas shook his head. 

"He would not give it, for he is a 
miser, and the Treasure is his life. 
It can be gotten in only one way." 

"Jarvis' way?" 

"Yes, and that is not for me. It is 
wrong to kill except over a woman. 
Then it is an honor slaying, and worth 
boasting of. But Larkin I will not 
touch, whether or not it is true that 
he has the power to blast." 

"Then you will surely die at Jar- 
vis' hands," Wanna said angrily. 

Tomas scowled. He appeared to be 
waging a battle against superior 
forces, and he could see no way out. 

"Do you think that you could per- 
haps steal from Larkin?" Wanna sug- 
gested. "Even a two-center would 
enable you to buy the allegiance of a 
man." 

T'OMAS thought of the possi- 
bility of burglarizing Larkin's 
hoard. 

"There is but one entrance to Lar- 
kin's sun-dwelling, and he guards that 
jealously," Tomas said with regret. 
"No, Wanna, it is not possible. Per- 
haps I might get a two-center some 
other way." 

"There is no other way. In his 
youth Larkin gathered up almost 
every bit of treasure for miles around. 
He has them by the thousands — two- 
centers, three-centers, perhaps others. 
My mother told me of them, although 
I have never seen them myself. You 
must admit that it is wrong, Tomas, 
for one man to have so much wealth 



and make no use of it." 

"There is nothing I can do about it." 

"If you were a man, Tomas, you 
would find something to do, instead 
of talking calmly of your death. Per- 
haps you do not think that I am worth 
fighting for?" 

Tomas damned the skill which 
women had for putting a man in the 
wrong. Wanna was indignant not at 
Jarvis, who was going to kill Tomas, 
but at Tomas, because he was going to 
be killed. It was probable that she 
would even expect an apology from 
his corpse. 

She was walking away from him, 
her nose in the air, and Tomas knew 
better than to hasten after her. She 
would interpret that as a sign of weak- 
ness. He watched her go, and squatted 
down on the ground, trying to think 
of some way out. 

But his thoughts had hardly time 
to get started. For suddenly a loud 
shriek came to his ears, and he looked 
up to see Wanna in the grip of two 
men. 

Jarvis' gang! Tomas' face grew 
white with anger, and he leaped for- 
ward. He stopped just in time. His 
sharp eye had caught the shadowy 
figure of a third man, who had been 
lurking behind a bush with a spin- 
weapon in his hand, waiting for 
Tomas to come within range. 

Wanna's shrieks grew fainter as the 
two men dragged her away. Tomas, 
edging up on the one who had been 
left as a rear guard, tried not to let 
her cries disturb him. He could not 
get to her until he had killed this man 
who was blocking his path. That, he 
decided, would not take long. 

He had two spin-weapons on him, 
one he had owned previously and the 
one thrown at him by Jarvis. At a 
distance of almost twenty-five paces, 
he threw Jarvis' weapon, which was 
balanced a little differently from his 
own. He missed, and ducked a re- 
turn throw from the man behind the 
bush. He rushed in and threw again. 

The weapon sailed an inch past the 
man's face. And the man still had 
one more weapon of his own. He 
came out from behind the bush now, 
grinning to see Tomas helpless. 
Tomas might have saved himself by 
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flight, but that would have been to 
leave Wanna to her fate. TomEa did 
not even think of safety. 

POSSIBLY old Larkin's words 
had been fermenting in his brain 
ever since their conversation to- 
gether. Almost without realizing 
what he was doing, Tomas dropped to 
the ground, picked up a stone, and 
threw it. 

It hit the man on the forehead. He 
had time for one single cry of pain 
and surprise before he fell to the 
ground, bleeding. Then Tomas was 
upon him, choking the life out of him. 

When Tomas stood up again, 
Wanna was out of sight and out of 
hearing, but Tomas was sure that he 
would find her again. And he was 
convinced now that he would kill 
Jarvis. 

It was true that the stones, as indi- 
vidual weapons, were not as effective 
as the spin-weapons. They did not 
have the convenient grip, the balance 
to which he was accustomed. Each 
was of a different size and shape, and 
would fly through the air differently. 
In addition, Tomas almost felt a sense 
of indecency at using them, as if he 
were to eat with his fingers instead 
of with a knife and fork. 

But they had great advantages. 
Their number was unlimited. That 
was the important point. He would 
not be trusting his life to the one or 
two spin-weapons he could carry. 

Tomas hid the weapons the dead 
man had owned in a place where he 
could later find them again. He 
wanted to take along only the two he 
had already possessed. Then he filled 
the pouch at his belt with stones, as 
nearly of the same size as he could get 
them, and started ,out after Wanna 
again. 

When he reached the neighborhood 
of old Larkin's sun-dwelling, he found 
a crowd of people, standing around at 
a distance of some seventy-five paces 
from the entrance. At the entrance 
itself was old Larkin, holding a cur- 
ious tube about a pace long. 

Thirty paces from old Larkin stood 
Jarvis. Near him were half a dozen 
members of his gang. Wanna, tied 
hand and foot like a pig ready for 



slaughtering, has been thrown on the 
ground and temporarily neglected. 

Larkin's face was grim as he brand- 
ished the tube in the air. 

"I am warning you, Jarvis," he 
cried, "that you will never live to en- 
joy my Treasure. Whatever happens 
to the others, be sure that you at least 
will be blasted out of existence." 

"You would blast me now if you 
had the power, you old fool," Jarvis 
grinned. "But you can not. You are 
a fraud." 

"Come within range, and I will show 
you whether I am a fraud. Step up a 
few paces, Jarvis." 

Jarvis whispered several words to 
his men, and they separated, ringing 
Larkin' around in a semi-circle, bo 
that he could not keep his eyes on all 
of them at once. But they remained 
out of range. 

Tomas spoke indignantly to one of 
the numerous bystanders, a man he 
did -tot know. 

"This is murder, not an honor slay- 
ing. Jarvis has no right to old Lar- 
kin's Treasure !" 

"And who is to stop him from tak- 
ing it?" 

"We— all of us!" 

"Why should any of us die for old 
Larkin?" asked the man reasonably. 
"He has never done anything for ub. 
He sits with his hoard, running the 
two-centers and three-centers through 
his fingers, but never parting with 
them. Jarvis has promised us that If 
we do not interfere, we shall each re- 
ceive part of the Treasure, enough to 
make us wealthy for life. Personally, 
I shall be glad to see the end of the 
old miser." 

JARVIS' men, at a signal from 
their leader, were making a sud- 
den dash for Larkin. The old hermit 
whirled, and pointed the long tube at 
one of them. The man disappeared. 

Tomas saw it with his own eyes. 
One moment the man was there, and 
the next he was no longer in exist- 
ence. Only a thin mist marked the 
spot where he had stood! There was 
a gasp of horror from the crowd, and 
then a shout of revenge, as Jarvis and 
those of his men that remained hurled 
their weapons. 



114 



CAPTAIN FUTURE 



But most of them had been un- 
nerved by seeing what had happened 
to their companion. Their weapons 
clattered dully against the sun- 
dwelling, only that of Jarvis himself 
catching the old man on the side of 
the head and laying open the scalp. 
Larkin staggered, but did not fall. He 
aimed the tube again, and the men 
turned and ran for their lives, but 
not before one of them had been 
caught and blasted. 

The grim silence that followed was 
broken only by Larkin's shouts of 
triumph. 

"So I am a fraud, am I? Come 
closer, Jarvis, and learn what has hap- 
pened to your men! Enjoy the Treas- 
ure I have saved for you!" 

The old man's white hair was now 
stained with red, and he tottered as he 
spoke, but Jarvis did not accept the 
invitation. 

"You are less a fraud than I had 
thought, Larkin, but still we shall win 
in the end. I am giving you one more 
chance. Leave the sun-dwelling and 
the Treasure to us, and go where you 
please. We shall not harm you." 

Larkin brandished the deadly tube. 
"No, not so long as I have this." 

"We are not such fools as to come 
within range again. We shall simply 
stay here and wait for you to die." 
Jarvis snarled, "You are wounded, 
Larkin, and perhaps soon you will fall 
to the ground and sleep. Already your 
feet are unsteady. Or you will need 
food. We shall not let you go out to 
seek it. We can run faster than you, 
and if you leave the entrance to your 
dwelling we shall surround you and 
kill you from the rear." 

"I have food in here." Larkin 
leaned unsteadily against the side of 
the sun-dwelling. 

"It will not remain fresh, and you 
will be forced to seek more. No, Lar- 
kin, you will do better to accept our 
offer." 

Watching the old man, Tomas 
realized that he could not remain con- 
scious much longer. And the moment 
he collapsed, Jarvis would be in for 
the kill. Jarvis would have the Treas- 
ure, and he would have Wanna, as 
well. 

Tomas sprang forward. Because 



their attention was centered on old 
Larkin, he was able to get within 
twenty paces of Jarvis' men before 
they realized his presence. His first 
spin-weapon caught one of them on 
the back of the skull and crushed it, 
his second landed behind a man's ear 
and knocked him down. Then, as the 
others turned in alarm, he drew back. 

Jarvis glared at him. "You have no 
more weapons, Tomas. Be prepared 
to die." 

Tomas' hand dropped to the pouch 
at his belt, and a stone flew toward 
Jarvis' face. Jarvis. startled, had 
barely time to duck. The next stone 
caught him in the Btomach, and he 
yelled in pain. 

But the stones, although they had 
a greater range, were lighter than the 
spin-weapons, and did not do as much 
damage. Jarvis and his men drew 
back hastily as Tomas advanced, away 
from the sun-dwelling. 

Tomas, exultantly following, for- 
got himself. Stone after stone flew 
from his eager ringers. The two men 
who still remained with Jarvis had 
by now given up all hope of securing 
the Treasure. One of them suddenly 
turned and took to his heels, and the 
other followed. Jarvis alone was left. 

Tomas' hand, dropping to his 
pouch, encountered only emptiness. 
A blank look overspread his face. 
Jarvis perceived it, and approached, 
raising his own spin-weapon for the 
fatal throw. Tomas turned and raced 
for the sun-dwelling. 

Larkin had finally collapsed, and 
was lying across the entrance to the 
sun-dwelling, the tube on the ground 
a few inches from his head. Tomas 
threw himself upon the tube, twisted 
around like a cat, and pointed it at 
Jarvis. He squeezed, and something 
at the end seemed to yield. 

Jarvis' spin-weapon, already flying 
in the air toward him, vanished. Jar- 
vis, the expression of triumph still 
on his face, brought up short, and 
there was no time for it to change be- 
fore he too had gone to follow his 
weapon. 

Tomas gulped in wonder at what 
he had done and, still clutching 
the tube, ran toward Wanna. When 
(Turn to page 116) 
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he had cut the thongs that bound her, 
he moved toward the sun-dwelling. 
Wanna was close" at his heels, and be- 
hind them, impelled by an irresistible 
curiosity, came the crowd of bystand- 
ers. What had been said of the sun- 
dwelling was true. Although it was 
impoaaible to see in through the walls, 
there was no trouble in seeing out. 
But it was not this wonder that held 
Tomas and Wanna spellbound. It was 
the greater wonder that now spread 
before them. 

Behind him Tomas could hear the 
gasps of astonishment from the crowd 
now pressing into the sun-dwelling. 
The whole building was filled with 
Treasure. Glowing in the sunlight 
that poured through the walls were 
heap upon heap of two-centers and 
three-centers. There was enough so 
that all the men, and the women and 
children in TomaB' tribe, and in the 
tribes nearby, could be wealthy be- 
yond their dreams for the remainder 
of their lives. And old Larkin, with 
no earthly use for it, had jealously 
kept it to himself. 

The excitement of the crowd was 
growing beyond bounds. One man 
rushed ahead and clutched an armful 
of two-centers to his breast. A half 
dozen others raced forward, their 
eyes gleaming with the lust for 
wealth. 

Tomas frowned. He did not like 
this mad scramble. As he watched, he 
became aware of a faint sweet odor, 
not unpleasant, and yet somehow dis- 
turbing. He knew that Wanna per- 
ceived it too, for he could see her 
sniff uncertainly. 

Men and women began to collapBe 
about him. Wanna fell to the ground, 
a look of astonishment on her face. 
Tomas, reeling uncertainly, was aware 
of a buzzing sound in his ears, as if 
the great bird he had seen earlier in 
the day were returning. Then the 
blackness overcame his mind, and he 
was aware of no more. . . . 

THE masked men who approached 
the sun-dwelling looked about 
them curiously, 
group asked: 

"Think we got them all? 1 
The captain nodded. 



The tallest of the 



I don't believe they knew what 
was hitting them. Of course, the an- 
aesthetic has an odor that's faintly 
disturbing, but it won't mean much to 
them." 

They stopped to stare down at the 
men whom Tomas had killed. 

"No doubt about their being sav- 
ages," commented the tall man. 

"Oh, we'll change all that," returned 
the psychologist of the group. "Their 
minds are fundamentally as good as 
ours. All they need is the proper 
training." . 

"The remarkable thing, said the 
leader, "is not that they've become 
savages, but that they've managed to 
survive at all. When our ancestors 
finally escaped to the safety of Gala- 
pagos, they were convinced that both 
North and South America were com- 
pletely uninhabitable. 

"They couldn't see how any living 
thing, any living vertebrate at the 
least, could survive the Yellow Dust 
that confounded comet sent out at us. 
But evidently there were small oases 
in the vast deserts. And these people 
have had the grit and the ability to 
hang on to life." 

"That shouldn't have been hard. 
The tall man grunted. "The human 
race was pretty far advanced by then. 
There had been a start in the develop- 
ment of space-travel. Atomic power 
was a reality. There were even atomic 
weapons that could blast matter out 
of existence. And take a look at this 
building. Unidirectionally trans- 
parent plastic or I'll eat my hat. And 
probably in as good condition as the 
day it was poured." 

"You don't give them half enough 
credit, Lanning," the historian of the 
party insisted. "The race knew a lot 
in those days, but knowledge dies 
rapidly when the society that gave it 
birth disappears. They probably had 
to start from scratch, learning to ad- 
just themselves to the new conditions. 
The customs and traditions they in- 
herited from civilization were prob- 
ably more of a handicap than a bene- 
fit." 

They entered the sun-dwelling and 
stared. 

"I'll be blasted !" Lanning ex- 
claimed. "Now, what's the purpose of 



all that? Am I seeing right?" 

The psychologist peered through 
his lenses. 

"Probably a curious tribal custom." 

"I'll say it's curious!" The captain 
laughed. "AH those bottles! Milk 
bottles of the ancient days, aren't 
they?" 

"Most of them are. Some of them 
have Pepsi-Cola written on them. 
What's that?" 

"That was a popular beverage dur- 
ing that time, wasn't it?" said the his- 
torian. 

"What could they want the empty 
bottles for?" demanded Lanning. 

"Who knows?" The psychologist 
shrugged. "Probably thought they 
we r e valuable, and undoubtedly mur- 
dered each other for them." 

"What a job we've got," sighed Lan- 
ning, "Having to civilize people like 
that !" 



ALI BABA, JUNIOR 

(Continued from page 104) 

I explained to Litmae. 

He roared with laughter. "You've 
made good, Lane!" he cried. "I've 
no further objection to you as a son- 
in-law." 

As I clasped Thalia in my arms, she 
looked at her father and exclaimed: 

"Oh, Daddy, look at yourself in a 
mirror! You've turned a beautiful 
pink I" 

And everything was rose-colored 
from there out. 



NEXT ISSUE'S NOVEL 

WORLDS 
TO COME 

The Amazing Exploits of 
Captain Future in a 
Life-and-Death Struggle 
Against the Treacherous 
Threat of the Sverds! 

m 

PLUS OTHER STORIES AND FEATURES 



BlfCi^fKEiH 

only TWO TO A FAMILY 

*5 - ^4M^ s zs,2 




8Floec« Lined) Windproofl Workproofl 
Waterproof Zipper Pocket. Afar my supply 



•pockel Ibat t«i] 



iMps* M*. boa* (fiy. 

So Worm It's Air- Cooled I Th* >dt 



Besidei tbeje £v» great feature). Buck Skein wean ii 
r.bsr.s hide. Yi: Buds Skeiei is sot,, piiibi*. an.j 
beautifully. Il won'e .brink ot lade, dofore; "Iceland 
and "Honey" Bruwn. 

MAIL THE COUPON NOW (if your dealer il all 10 

prepaid. To b m^i 1 Buck SJ»m*w«omefi «n"ftiim 
Mid Wira, Mcthsti end Swcesbeirts. i Ea«n' 

Buck Skeioi, so give where [bey ore needed moil. A 

■ — S^fcS^'U^.-, 

" LUSTBliRG, NAST ft CO., INC., Makeri 
312 Fifth Ave., Dept. T-1J. New York Cliy 
See rhar I ,er [he tl Hu.k Skein Joe Ji.kei at c 

at checked Cbe.i wtr 

■ iKl.nd" B:ue ~ or "Honey" Hrown Q 
Htrei my rbeck ;.; or m»<-.ty endrr [1 
iVuur oouey refunded if nor tiri>6cd> 



SHAVES FROM 1BLAK 




HlSr StNP NO MONEY! %%&J J" 



*S0NG POEMS 



WANTED 

TO H SIT TO MUSIC 

. ,„,. .„„,., Submit or* or mm at ioui 

ttffimasM so? 8 " ni1 

" : B.BW1 flldj., Botfon. 



UNDER OBSERVATION 

(Continued from page 13) 
Just drop the old Sarge a letter on the 
Bide, pee-lot. And happy landing! with th» 
good old USMC. 

GENERAL SUGGESTIONS 

By Rodney Palmer 

kiahs thla issue, except for one gen- 
PhB lead novel "Pu-.,,*.,* i,. V-....U, ■ - 
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fit., Chicago, III. 

Right you are, Pee-lot Palmer, and you 
can make all the suggestions you want to. 
I don't say that we'll stop the old jolly 
space ship CAPTAIN FUTURE and put 
your findings in the daily chart orders, but 
you never can tell when a hot comment 
dropped into some author's hip pocket will 
do some good. 

Hold everything, junior aitrogntors — "I 
have a lady, doctor." 

AN IDEA FOR US 

By Lucille Palmer 

I've been a reader of Captain Fittobh since I 



h Cajtain Furum 
m reading "Planets 

idea lo you — %en^ 
Calif. 

Palmer, you might 



You know, P< 
have a good suggestion there." ' I'll cer- 
tainly pass it along to the make-up editor 
and Edmond Hamilton. If you see it 
adopted you may git back and h*lp your. 



•elf to a Xiao cocktail. And write to the 
old Sarge again sometime. 
, WelL adjust your gravity belts for ac- 
celeration. Here's a kick square in the 
■tern rockets. 

HOLEY BUT RIGHT GOOD 

By Howard iker 



Well, you Xeno-suizling souse, I've got a fe' 
ilnti to aay t but what top* them «J1 _™ " 



............ e W novel. . ... 

Absolutely superb, stupendous, oolosaal, 
veloun, eensaUanat, and zmanhlnB art only 
at the ways I'd like to describe it. Yea ) 
ilto» . . . hold on, th&fH not all. There's 
oonrfng. I'** Rot two Juicy brickbat* tu t 
at you : ready — gjm — FIRE : 

In the novel "Quest Beyond the Stars'' !■ 



often t. _. 
fact that when tta 
future world Into 
could nut talk to t) 
vices, mentioned. 1 



my HIT uarailf 
i people came from the 
jjreesnt, Captain Future 

ien &apteln ^"uture went 



akeutio Vost 



How c 
eation ( 



" huh?': 



i the 



there tc always a picture entitled Captain Fu- 
ture. Maybe my eyes are going bad, but if that 
len't Cary Grant's space brother I'll eai my liat 
. . . well? 

'Til Captain Future stooa saving universes. — 
70S Grace Sr., OWeayo, IlllyuAa. 

Personally, I wasn't there, Kiwi Iker, 
so I couldn't answer you offhand, but I'll 
refer your query to Hamilton and Future 
for their explanation. And you can bet 
they'll have one. 

For instance, I know that Future has 
perfected a spatial alphabet by which he 
[Turn page] 
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correlates and break* down practically all 
alien tongues so that he can learn them 
quicker than you can sing the Hudset song. 
As for your comment on the portrait of 
Curt Newton, we've already beaten you to 
that one. A new portrait of the red-headed 
adventurer has been made and will stare 
you out of countenance if you will turn to 
the proper page in this issue. Goodby, 
please. 
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used old outlines for : 
work with superb material. ' The only 8F story 

■fiWii is 

Haioilio!i'f liiasUTtsk-ce. 'Tli.: 'Dirae .Piiiiiiiisers/' 
"Planets In Peril" most closely resemble* this 

k L i I srrsifl ■ 

eat of SF Stories mi Illustrated by the greatest 
■ if ilhisiratnra. Virgil Finlay. ft' Sis. t is tiift idea 
of wasting his talents on "Fruits of Prejudice" 
when 'Tlanata In Peril" whs In auch flesparate 
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creased quantity. Tou will find enclosed the 
name strip; I can't help but erjuy nutting this 
cover. — 8801 Harford Road, Baltimore, Mam- 

I don't see, Pee-lot Benesch, that your 
letter calls for any special comment from 
me. You and Kiwi Ebey hie to the smoke- 
ring locker and have it out between your- 
selves while I get this craft back on a level 
keel. I am not voting on which of Hamil- 
ton's stories is the best of the Captain 
Future series. I got other uses for my 
jugs. 

here's Kiwi Ebey right now, up and 

clamoring for his trick at the epsce stick. 

PLANETS IN PERIL VIRILE 

By George Ebey 

For once I'm going to leave the Pall cover 
vtrHJulSf Intact prior >■; dlacHBStoK of the hoof.- 
length. Hut before the cosmos heaves asunder 

I mlKht polr ■ ■•>'-■'• ■>"-•■" ■•<■■><■■ ' > ! 

light tinted 




mtan guards green, how 
id Future retains his school-girl complexion? 
J erhaps his face had to remain pink and white 
io the reader could tell htm from the guards? 
However, all such trivia fade luto^notlilngness 



to all Jeefoo'gles, rod, yeller 
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Now foible 
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not have too much of him. And 
.urther, I mlffht mention that 
irnatlns" full -pa (fe illusLratluni 
! makes for variety and pleas- 



first o? n a]irT (link 
1 Into this, o: 



Hla dm 
e foi 
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ease with which Hanili 
and his relativity. 

Another thing I liked 
knit, and the continuity t 



torn himself 10 iks 
>bl iterate* Einstein 

was better 
•It! o£ which 

spots m th*! story, This klossin* ™J nnlr^S 

SEW has be E n I SSJS^tE'M 

hard to «wt^d^*E°"ff ^ or ' wl ! ile "' a rath »'- 
ence btttwvL » „ 2" B .' " orten makes tbl > differ- 
ence netween a eood story and a poor one 

Not content with wivine tho univs™ i n...'. J 
present, Future penetra*-" -' " * p? 1 and 

Umpty-blllion years hen 
Flnlay's illustration f, 
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land, CaUf. 

*h£L C 1 Bpacin *- Kiwi Ebey. And don't yon 
3 T nu,e that the oJ d Sarge isn't 
going to make a senior astrogator, first 
gride, out of you yet. Sure, I lo« e you. 

[Turn page] 



OET READY IMMEDIATELY] PULL PARTICULARS 
f .„ cn P "J Moll Tblt C« f « H0WI — 



I YOU I 
[KING 



w^RBBwtladin * 



now diSd^wdNteTr^^t^i^'^ E*'.^."™*"" 



distributed thru "druir't 
i tlilck straii 8 )ing elcoss mu< 
restful sleep. Mciidaco Is n 



■ • ■■- '• air i •■ . i- M. ...u^u , i' " '" 




8"»m»SWN0S BONDS tSTHMK 



Buy where Ibuiufo have 
bsea aatlslltd. We make 
fALM TEETH f«r ywj (rem 
your iwd JmaraseUne. 



nrr'-A l,V,l * KD 1! NIAl "ATE CO. 



G-MAN OUTFIT 




I'd love to pin your long eara back. What t 
the Idea of calling the old Sarge on a word, 
anyhow? Can't Icoin a new one it I want 
to? "Excrudescence" it the first collar of 
foam on a Xeno highball. "Vituperation" 
is two persona doubling up on a ration card 
for gasoline in these parta. 

Now crawl back into your cage while 1 
try to head off a cyclone from Kansas. 
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By Larry Honsley 
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of your mag le looK at tne i 
U ft and How come? Well, 

I can't find anything 1 In the 
jnotuly fiOr.nec.ted with tho o 



Kgad 1 What 
vay^ I read the 

la magnsine re- 



ly find t " 

10 jiiBt a word about "Alien Intelligence". Blue* 
it's by Jack Williamson It's ]ust got to be good, 
I have bean disappointed by a lot ot the so-called 
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.... by thie — 
. . ™ _.id Otho make up — Larry 
HenielV, Wft 10th, Topeka, Kaneas. 

All right, come out of that corner while 
Baggy-pants hands me a rocket wrench. 
I've heard all I want to hear about that 
'•"ver situation. Here's the answer. 

Most of the tribe of artiats can't read 
type. So we have to draw them a word 
picture of the scene they are to paint. 
Sometimes their color sense fails them. 
Sometimes the finished painting looks a 
little flat or dull. Sometimes— but what 
does it matter why? The thing is thst the 

list realises something is lacking, and 
he whittles off a small chunk of his own 
magination and daubs it onto the canvas 

or dramatic effect. Remember the brass 
horns sticking out of Otho's shoulder 
blades? 

We had a knock-down and drag-out be- 
fore we could put over the idea of dehorn- 
ing the android. Every so of ten something 
slips into a painting from elsewhere in the 
story or just — elsewhere. Which comes 
under the heading of symbolism. Which 
increases the old Sarge's metabolism. 
Which is enough of an explanation for now- 
So brush the cracker crumba out of bed 
and go to sleep. Remember, an artist uses 
a paint brush, not a camera. 

NO WOMEN 

By James Russell Oliver 

think CF Is a pretty swell 

* thought "Outlaws on the 
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Moon" In the 

ood, "Tha Comet 
nearly as good as 



fnr mat type ot story. last's have more stories 
In which Captain Future tights material things. 

1 also read yiitrr companion megaslnes, 
TH1UI.LING WONDER STORIES mid START- 
UNO STORIES. Of those two rtingaiinee I pre- 
!e \ wou'ld'Vike to put my okay on the suggestion 
hv one of your readers to have another plan Of 
ih,. fomet Some reailurs {such as myself) have 
Just Si. reading OF and mlasrt the other 
Pl And iM&T&iW women out of the story. 
Evtfry other magazine haa women In It, so make 
C»ptatn Future different.— Euan, La. 

Kiwi, the old space dog simply cant con- 



eelve * universt without women, or a 
■onable facsimile thereof. Moreover, he 
wouldn't like to exist in euch a one. Per- 
haps what you mean to tay ii — no love 

mush. Surely you don't mean "no women." 
Who's to spread jelly on your bread and 
plaster down your cow-lick when the 
preacher calls if there are no women? And 
the old Sarge wants some place to go nights 
after being corralled with your space 
monkeys all day. 

But I'll tell Hamilton what you are fool- 
ishly asking for — an Evelcus universe. 

Comes now a gal astrogator who, if she 
knew when writing what you have just said, 
would probably have siszled you with a 

A LADY SPEAKS 

By Sarah Floras 



Future t< 



g time— In far 
n't think It cm 
r. To tall the 
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tht. .. . .,, . 

WOO Cherry St., Abm-desn, Wash. 

Honey chile, what you say may 

under the head of criticism, but word like 
this from folks like you is what gives thi 
old apace dog the strength and courage t( 
carry on against these wolves of space Wf 
cage up here in the astrogation chamber 
If I had known you were coming on thii 
voyage, I'd have stirred up a cake. And 
don't think the old Sarge can't sling a 
hand in the galley. 

PRACTICALLY SPEECHLESS 

By Patricio Venuto 

Honestly, T am practically apoefsh'I.eSH "I 
In Peril" wan the bast of the best, i am 
after this great story I'll have to atop r 
*"** — " ■Jothln* will ever be a 

" ■ mi 
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the way ynu want, 
terrific ending. I r 
i graph twice and each time I i 
;mlnded me of 'This above all t 
be trail. And tt must follow, s 
day. thou oanat nnt then be ft 
iptaln Future makes me think 



hf li " 0t 1,6611 ' al,a *° man, only t 

^^" le 5? e ' ,f y° u SoIl ' t mind, what aboi 
GREEN 1 men on the cover, and the girl' 
with the bones shining Uirough? Or di; 

S2S a c HSSSV ,w " ■"■ 1 ) ""' """ 

Thanks for the EXTRA nlc« common ta ( 
letter, If It's becauas I am a female a 
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from now on I will b* quits swell -headed about 

So-long. Saras, 111 be seeing you at the Lata 
on Deimos next trip. They nay tha awlmmlnf W 
fine— ista Botort Street, N. W., Washington, 

d.. a. 

You're ipeeehl«M, chile? Two lettera in 
„ row from gal pee-lot- 1 The old Surge it 
the guy with the tongue-tied vocal cords. 
I'm gonna bake biscuits, too. And quoting 
Shakespeare to me, also. But you're giving 
the old Sarge the credit that goes to Author 
Hamilton. I got quite a kick out of the 
surprise ending of thia adventure of Curt 
" ton myself 

it see here, young lady, never you mind 
_ _jt the little green men on the cover. 
Just read what I told Kiwi Hensley a 
couple of rocket jets back. 

CALLING CAPTAIN FUTURE 
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ea PUt*. DENTAL PLATE3 




strut, Chiou*. III. 




LI I A M W. LORD 



"SUPER-MIND" 



BUY WAR STAMPS AND BONDS! 




Only 10c At All Stands 



hope your next scientlflctlon novel la u boo 
as Williamson's was. I thoroughly enjoyed It- Tfc 
short atorles were a little below average bi 
were passable. I liked all oT.Y°^L F"~' 



Okay, Pee-lot Hirschfeld, You practi- 
cally blew up right in the old Sarge's 
face. You asked a number of question*, 
too— pertinent questions. But as the Sarge 
doeso t know all the answers, I won't un- 
dertake to explain. I'll just call your letter 
to the attention of Edmond Hamilton. I'd 
like to see Otho in disguise again myself. 

GOOD COVER 

By W. J. Mason 

Put down that Xeno Jug. Don't you know 
you might run uh Into something? The cover on 
Captain Future was good! "Planets In Peril 
was very good! Tt " " : ' " 

. ■ i ■■■■■ "1 

cause it didn't hupnfc 
change.— Fron ft/in, JJ. v. 

Ho-hum! Already tired of 
neighboring planets, are you, pee-lot ? 
Why, we haven't finished exploring Earth 
yet, much less making a dent in the topog- 
raphy of Mars and Venus. I see m the 
news lately that a Chinese scholar comes 
forward to claim that there is a real Shan- 

fi La hidden in Tibet about which James 
ilton wrote so vividly in "Lost Hori- 
zons." But let it lay. We'll try not to b< 
[Turn page] 
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Getting Up Nights 
Makes Many Feel Old 



Do yon (eel older than you £..- ... . 

"lng Up Nights. Backache, >IervouaueM, Lee Pains, 
Iqoss, Swollen Ankles, Rheumatic Pains. Burning, 



suffer from 

Getting _^ ;"_ _ ^ ' 

id, remember 

lib and that these 

symptoms may be due to non -organic and non-eystanile 
Kidney nurt Bladder troublee — in such cases Orates 
(a physician's prescription usually gives prompt and 
Joyous relief by helping the Kidneys flush out poison- 
ous eicess acids and wastes. You have everything to 
aaln and nothing to lose in trying Cyste*. An Iron-clad 

= » refund of your money on return 

of empty puukage unless fully 
sail sflert. Do u ' t del ay . Get Cy ate* 
(Slss-tei) from your druggist 
today. Only 36». 



RTTEIITIOn, FflnS! 
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SCIENT1FICTI0N OC. 
TITLES 



Here's your opportunity to obtain a com- 
plete set of outstanding scientifiction titles, 
printed on excellent grade paper attractively 
bound. Six individual booklets. 

SEND FOR TH£m TODRV! 

The titles include THE IMMOEALB OF MER- 
CURY by Clark Ashton Smith; THE SPECTRE 
BULLET, by Thomas Mack; AVENGING NOTE, 
by Alfred Sprisaler; THE SHIP FROM NOWHERE, 
by Sidney Patzer; THE MOON MIRAGE, by Ray- 
mond Z. Gallun; FLIGHT OF THE AERO FIX, by 1 
Maurice Renard; THE INVADING ASTEROID, by ■ 
Manly Wade Well man; MEN FROM THE 1 
TEOR, by Pansy Black. 



iPT., 14th Floor, 



East 4 
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Address . 




) U. 3, Government Joba; (8) 
Tell me how to qualify for a job. 



GAS ON STOMACH 

RELIEVED IN 8 MINUTES OR 
DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK 

When »«■■ stomach add huh painful. luSacstTns r». 
■our atonwch and heartburn, dootori usually prescribe th« 
ifaateat-aetlne medicines known for aymptomatle rahef — 
niediolnes like those In Bell-am Tablet*. No laxative. 
Bell-ana brlnga eorafort In a Jiffy or double your money 
back on return of botUa to ua. 25* at all (trugalate. 
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TrM%SCRl7- 



ASTHMA 
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for $1 a Month 
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LIKES THE FEATURES 

By Jam** Rusted Olivtr 



Dear Si-rgeant: 

state. I have flnleheu reuumK m* c iui. 
issue and liked the story, PLANETS IN PERIL. 
1 Uilnk, however, that the spring lisue, featuring 
.OUTLAWS OF THE MOON waa a bettar atory. 

I like all the features and would like for you to 
fc*;<jp t.hmr, n.;\. .Eaj.,w!!l! v kc*,!\ w. "SVORL&g OF 
TOMORROW and UNDER OBSERVATION. The 
aerial waa good, also, to my way of thinking. 

Well, Sarge, I guana I've spouted enough for 
this time. Happy Xeno drinking to you anil 
gouri-luck. We're rooting for making a. bi- 
monthly if not a monthly ma«ailne out of 
Captain Future. — Egan, t,o. 

Them'i kind words, Pee-lot Oliver. 
You'd better take a trick at the control i, 
for you're certainly rocketing with gai, and 
I don't mean hot air. 

But I can't wind up thit month'* depart- 
ment on a completely Joyous note. (You 
little ogres wouldn't sleep tonight.) So, 
we'll have another snipe-shot at the cover 
before I reach for the aspirin demijohn. 

COVER AGAIN , 

By Dick Goranflo 
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America's Funniest 
Magazine.' 




ENTERTAINMENT ON EVERY PACE OF 

BEST CROSSWORD PUZZLES 

TWENTY-FIVE CENTS AT ALL STANDS A Thousand Laughs for a Dime! 



etory each i 
It haa taJ 



id a Hall of Pn.rn 



t th. 



'flood' It. 
Of 



ovel, at u 



I have 



" '»e Cipt'ain FiiTtrn 

been disappointed yet. I feel « ur „ ,h B t r"w™> 
One thing in "Planeta in Peril" botham mn 



going 



captain "pStufF^ 
■ine L*st Worlds of Time"? T 
Captain Future vowed that aL 
go there. How'h about it'— til 
Louisville, Kentucky. 

Ooohh! If you had only stopped on the 
cover, kmil I can explain that In fact! 
1 already have generalized on covers in 
tliw very department. As for the itate- 
aunts which pass between Curt Newton 
and Simon the Brain, the old Sarge is not 
responsible, and I don't have to anawer. I 
thinly however, that you are taking the 
Brains statement too literally. He was 
■peaking in general terms for emphasis 

Anyway, you're mistaken if you think I 
cant find the answer in my Xeno jug. I 
find all sorts of strange things there. As 
well as Under Observation. 

Qood-by, please, until next issue. And 
while waiting, space kiwis, buy War Bonds 

TTI»I ^ l f ° m f' te BU ." ° f THE FU " 

lUKE— and in order to learn about many 
,,L way ? of hel P*nS the war effort, listen 
to The Army Hour," from 3:30 to 4-30 
£3- ^5>n' n War , Time - over the nation- 
wide NBC network, every Sunday after- 
noon tor the duration. Be seeing youl 
—SERGEANT SATURN, 
The Old Space Dog 
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abide by all rules and regulations. 
Adl,rM " ai. 

**** Mate 

I am enclosing a stamped. so!f-ad- 
dreued envelope and the name-atrln 
from the cover of this magazine ll*ir j 
STTTITS t ™ 1 S-?f , *i hft i . th0 nam8 CAPTAIN 
FUTURH and the date can ha seen). You 
7" 1 roe my membership certiorate 

and a Hat at rules promptly. 
12-4! 



TEST THEM 
- EXAMINE THEM 
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tMe fUtfJK 

Of 

CAPTAIN FUTURE 

A Forecast for Next Issue 





for anothar Cap- 
tain Future advantwa 
hat been stirred Up and 
la ready to go Into tha 
type oven. Want to 1ml 
theapoon? Want to gat 
a taste of what if 
come? 
Okay, here It ie. 
Remember tha inter- 



YOND TrIE STARS, 
when Captain Future and tha Futurama* 
made thai epic trip out to the Saflttarian 
System iri aearch of the Birthplace of Mat- 
ter? Whather you do or whether you hap- 
pen to be ajohnny-come-lately, in hit n*ttt - 
adventure Captain Future haa to make an- 
other trip back to thia remote region t» 
lock in mortal combat with a deadly entity 
from another dimenaion in order to aava, 
not just a single atar ayetam, but in ordat 
to aave poeeibly tha entire universe. 

Gorma Haaa 1* tha ehap from the extni- 
dimenaion who cooha up thie periloua fU- 
lainy, marching from world to world with 
hie invincible army of Sverda and hit con- 
quered alavea of each takan planet. 

Meet the Sverds 

TheSveadt? Ah, yea, the Sverda. Thai; 
strange creature*, half in and half out of 
another dimenaion, make tha Futureraen 
look like proialc eitliena of a workaday 
world to tha moat uneopulaticated eye. 
n — -; ve £ , „i ne . or tan-foot giant of 
■gray, aerfll -transparent structure in 
the form of a crude atatue of Anubia, tha 
dog-headed god of ancient Egypt. Craa- 
turea almost cryatalllna In form, tanffibla 
yet intangible, armed with weird weapon* 
which men cannot combat. 

There you have a rough idea of what th* 
Sverds are like. Tha cover will d« you a , 
graphic picture of them. , 
Curt Newton and hla intrepid littla band 
voyage to Sagittarius and join foroaa with 
their old friandl and proceed to lock horn* 
with tha deadly menace . No, I m not go- 
ing to outline tha amaaing thing* that fea- 
fall Captain Future, but I will tell you that 
he finally haa to invade Oorma Haaa bant , 
territory in order to aolve tha awful 
tery and gain tha knowledge and Itranfth 
wherewith to fight thla mortal ananqf of 
all the descendant* of tha hardy pioneers $ 
from DenvJ— In ahort, all mankind. 

And you're due for a big aurprla* 
you learn tha aecret of the Sverda. JmJ 



handed to you now and then 
pay-off in PLANETS /IN 
you will not be disappointed 
n Captain Future works out 
TO COME. 

ur calendar for the next issue 

AfN FUTURE, and find out the 
IjMi lot of problems in WORLDS 

■tUftlo* to WORLDS TO COME, 
'■MM. there will also be brand new 
it ones of science-fiction which will 
job to the stars! 



>nt Use up the matter with Sergeant 
a la the proper department, and I 
tfct old space dog will accommodate 

'ntU mat Issue, then, and full accelera- 



j/jokn Carstairs, Curator of Inter- 
planetary Gardens, Plunges Into 
Scientific Spatial Battle 

IN 

THE ETHER ROBOTS 

^* A Startling Complete Novel 

By FRANK BELKNAP LONG 




UTThE DECEMBER ISSUE 
OF OUR COMPANION MAGAZINE 
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IT WAS LIGHT IN A WILDERNESS 
OF DARKNESS TO ME 




fP "I was stuck. A wife and three kids — and the uran old pay envelope. I c ° nl *« W 
see a thing ahead except the same old grind. Then one day I read an I. C. S. ad. TttM 
coupoHTascinated me. A new idea struck home — It was light in a wilderneai of darluiMf] 
to me ! Today, hecauae I mailed that coupon two years ago, I am a trained man — malun t| 
a trained man's pay, playing a more important part in the industrial war-pro gram l"J 



. 'Uy years ago, the International Correspondence 
Schools were established to provide sound educa- 
tional facilities to men unable to attend reiident 
schools. Millions ol dollars have been spent in 



preparing I.C.S. textbooks and keeping them ri 

r l . •S t .11 jr. . j j /i o j.. ....... u,u 



(INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
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and Whv." and full particulari about tha coutie Dtjort which I have racked X: 
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How to Destroy Your Enemy Quick! 



Mi Jitsu 




TECHNIQUE is the 
Deadly Secret 

You can get tough so quick you'll 
m»M theft's magic in Sujje; 
Ju Jitsu, Nothing else is exactly 



"*ittacl 
. Not 



magic 

system depends — --. - 

strength, not size. Super Ju Ji™ 
issinpli* appl'iii sescr.ce- -■« rutb- 
niethcKi of counter- 
attack-the "ALL-OUT" one- 
man blitz method of lighting that 
STOPS AT NOTHING. 

Terrify Your Enemy 



Ukt'ii 'thtnint and can leave the 
same shattering results. Super 
juJits U isnota S r^r t ,nota aa me 



THIS VITAL COURSE WILL 
SHOW YOU KOW TO: 

• Pr^ciyourulfasamaalUomtn, 

• inure lit sa/tly 0/ 'your hud eras 



H ibe /ear, and devili 



mil WITH COMMANDO LIGHTNING! 

Know how to win in hand-to-hand fighting. 
Prepare now to defend yourself against 
fists, clubs, kicks, knives, guns and other weap- 
ons. Use SUPER JU JITSU-the most devas- 
tating and efficient counter-attack ever 
developed! Get ready, light away, for any 
emergency. Learn how you— with your bare 
hands only — how you can scientifically dis- 
arm, disable and capture a brute twice your 
size even when he is armed. 

It's a fact that "the bigger they are the 
harder they fall." Here are secrets that show 
you how, regardless of your size, you can con- 
quer ox-like strength and "™ 
dim-wj^ied muscles. 

FREE! Exciting Details 

This sensational new self-study course now 
-'offered at a mi rade-low- price. You get a liberal 
Free-Trial Offer and Money-Back Guarantee. 
Don't you owe it to yourself and your loved 
ones to Bet further iruereftsng detail*? No 
charge, no obligation. Clip coupon and mail 
right away. TIME IS SHORT ! ! 
NELSON CO., SOO Sharman St., Dept. M-528, Chicago 
MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 




| NELSON CO., 500 Sherman St., Dept. H-S21. Chicago 

| p^ase rush nie FHER, complete i^fiirmation ^J^S^ 





clef. Machine Operator, Mechanic*! 
DrauRhuman, Metal Worker, Mwhan- 
ic or Student. This 1G00 I J ai(e ILundy 
Book Covers Modern Machine Shop 
Practice in All Its Branch**. 

COMPLETE INSTRUCTOR WITH 
READY REFERENCE INDEX 
New from Cover to Cover. Telia How to 
Operate and Set Up I-alhes, Screw A 
Milling KhUmk Shapew. Drill Presses 
4 All Other Machine Tools. 

S PRACTICAL BOOKS IN ONEl 
60 FULLY ILLUSTRATED CHAPTERS 
Covering: 1 — Modern Machine Shop 
Practice. 2— Blue Print Reading and 
How to Draw. S— Calculation* 4 Mathe- 
raatica for Machinists. 4 Shop Phyaica. 
S— How to Use the Slide Rule. 
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